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"Gluuon  that  ihou  ml  Wert  ii  not 
for  me,  ibou  woultUt  soon  Tind 
thyself  the  mere  commander  of 
savoury  plesl" 

-Caralbis  in  Valhek  by 

WiUiam  Beckfond 


Pseudo-Ecological 
Metaphysical 
Pollution  Bashing 


The  prospects  for  the  future  do  not 
look  good  at  this  point  in  time. 
Innumerable  reports  and  surveys 
indicate  thai  living  conditions  on  this 
planet  arc  going  to  gel  worse.  Most 
notable  of  these  is  Gro  Harlem 
Bruntland's  report  which  was 
commissioned  by  the  United  Nations 
and  is  quite  terrifying  reading. 
Pessimistic  assessments  of 
environmental  conditions  have  even 
leaked  into  this  paragon  of  collegiate 
inanity,  the  Inms  Herald,  and  some 
of  them  appear  in  this  issue  in  the 
Ecology  section.  These  articles 
basically  indicate  what  most  people 
instinctively  know,  that  the  waters  of 
Lake  Ontario  and  the  other  Great 
Lakes  wiD  eventually  be  undrinkablc 
and  arc  at  this  moment  laden  with 
toxins.  The  situation  is  even  more 
abhorrent  when  one  realizes  that 
Canada  is  a  global  storehouse  for 
fresh  water  and  the  Great  Lakes 
used  to  be  one  of  our  largest 
reservoirs  of  pure  water.  The 
pollution  of  these  lakes  represents 
the  desecration  of  one  the  world's 
largest  soiuces  of  formerly  drinkable 
wntcr.  Yet  no  one  seems  to  be  doing 
anything  effective  about  this 
problem;  people  muddle  around  in 
committees,  scientists  collect  more 
data,  and  we  keep  -n  polluting  our 
environment.  Pcrha,.s  part  of  the 
problem  is  the  fact  that  we  have  a 
Cartesian  perception  of  ourselves  in 
relation  to  the  world. 

Since  time  immemorial  it  has  been 
a  tradition  in  Western  society  to 
consider  ourselves  as  beings  whose 
essential  nature  is  to  be  rational.  This 
has  led  to  a  conception  of  ourselves 
as  beings  whose  essence  is  resident 
in  a  non-corporeal  substance,  a 
metaphysical,  intangible  being  (or 
Being,  or  substance,  etc.)  wluch  is 
independent  of  the  body  (or  Meat,  as 
Kurt  Vonnegut  Jr.  would  call  it). 
Such  a  conception  has  been 
perpetuated  by  the  world's  major 
religions  in  the  belief  in  the  afterlife: 
identity  can  be  retained  after  death 
and  the  dissolution  of  the  body.  In 
the  history  of  philosophy,  it  was 
Descartes  who  finalized  this 
separation  of  mind  and  body,  and 
entrenched  it  in  metaphysical 
systems.  The  mind  as  a 
conceptualized  T  became  the 
indubitable  basis  of  philosophical 
systems.  The  tatlonal  and 
disembodied  ment£j  being  attained 
an  existence  of  its  own. 

Thus,  the  mental  S>ecomes  the 
distinguishing  characteristic  of  a 
human  being;  we  are  <!ifferenl  from 
animals  because  we  think.  Most 
people  do  not  use  physical 
distinctions  as  a  primary  cntieria: 
after  all,  we  don't  look  all  that 
different  than  u  monkey  with  a 
shave.  So,  in  our  internal  conception 
of  ounclves  we  become  divorced 
from  the  physical,  it  is  our  thoughts 
that  matter. 


When  we  walk  down  the  street,  it 
is  the  visual -mental  sensation  of  the 
movement  of  the  subjective  "I",  not 
the  body  tliat  is  important,  that 
makes  us  believe  that  we  are 
moving,  walking.  The  movement  of 
air  in  and  out  of  our  bodies  is  a 
secondary  process;  it  is  the 
consciousness  that,  by  dermition 
ahnost.  we  focus  our  attention  on. 
We  divorce  our  selves  from  our 
environment,  become  a  mental  otht^ 
which  is  not  involved  in  our 
surroundings-  we  arc  ensconced  in 
our  mental  being,  not  our  coporcal 
body. 

So  we  forget  about  the  physical 
reality  of  our  being,  forget  tliat  we 
are  part  of  an  ecological  system 
which  extends  beyond  our 
awareness.  The  chemical 
constituents  of  our  body  are  nearly 
completely  repbccd  by  chemical 
interchange  with  our  enviroiuneni 
over  a  period  of  a  number  of  years. 
Thus  It  is  our  body  which  is 
ephemeral.  It  is  our  mind  which 
serves  to  give  an  identity  to  the 
otherwise  incoherent  complex  of 
clecu'ons  that  constitute  our  body. 
But  we  sec  the  mind  as  prcdomiiuue 
and  independent,  so  we  forget  about 
the  fact  that  our  body's  health  is 
dependent  on  the  health  of  our 
environment.  We  forget  that  every 
action  that  we  take  is  an  action  tliat 
effects  the  environment  and  the 


environment  Is  pan  of  us  and  we  are 
pan  of  the  cnvironmenL  If  we  dump 
a  can  of  paint  cleaner  down  the 
drain,  we  cannot  separate  ourselves 
from  that  paint  cleaner.  Removing  it 
from  our  mental  presence  doesn't 
remove  from  the  ecological  system 
which  we  inhabiL  Sooner  or  later 
some  of  the  paint  solvents  are  going 
to  end  up  in  a  glass  of  milk  tlut  we 
drink. 

We  are  not  independent  of  our 
bodies;  as  far  as  we  know,  our 
thoughts  (and  therefore  our  existence 
as  a  self -aware  entity)  ceases  when 
we  die;  and  we  will  surely  die 
sooner  if  we  saturate  our 
environment  with  toxic  substances 
and  do  not  treat  our  surroundings 
and  ourselves  with  care  and 
respsect.  We  must,  therefore,  stop 
thinking  of  ourselves  as  purely 
mental  entities  and  realize  liiat  we  are 
physical.  We,  are  for  ecological 
purposes,  animals,  and  very 
destructive  animals  at  that.  If  we 
continue  to  believe  that  we  can  treat 
fragile  ecological  systems  the  way 
we  do,  and  believe  that  this  abuse 
doesn't  matter,  because  our  essentia] 
essence  is  contained  in  some  ethereal 
substance  which  is  invulnerable  to 
pollution  and  physical  realities, 
many  of  us  are  going  to  end  up 
disappointed,  because  there  may  not 
be  an  afterlife. 
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we  didn't  really  have  anything  to 
say  and  if  we  did,  it  would  only  be, 
seeing  bow  this  is  the  twentieth 
century,  a  trite  simulation. 
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Tlsii  c«per  is  100%  tccyt^laUe.  If  yon  abuSuldy  hate  it,  please  take  il  to  the 
nearest  recycling  depot  (oowal  Vic)  and  sxvea  me.  - 


NIEIWIS 


SAC  Hacks  Get  Hacked 


"I  ihinlc  SAC  should  lake  a  loss,  get 
a  really  good  band,  and  have  them 
play  in  Varsity  Arena.  It  would  be 
the  only  lime  that  all  the  students 
could  be  together." 
-Blen  Ladowsky 


1  am  told  postm  of  David  Peterson 
are  on  the  waits  of  the  SAC  office.  A 
good  journalist  would  get  his  ass 
down  there  lo  check  it  out,  but  since 
the  very  essence  of  SAC  always 
seemed  to  me  lo  be  Liberal,  I  prefer 
to  believe  what  I  am  told  —  such 
posters  are  emblematic  of  modem 
Ontario  Liberalism  -  that  is, 
promise  much,  be  friendly,  and  once 
in,  do  nolhing  but  entrench  Libaals 
in  the  system,  until  the  next 
election,  whereupon  one  must: 
promise  much,  be  friendly  and  once 
in...DQ  NOTHING,  but  entrench 
Liberals  in  the  system  until  the  nest 
election  wherupon  one  must  : 
PROMISE  ^aFCH.  be  friendly,  and 
once  in... 

Now  we  have  a  President  seemingly 
condoning  the  university  student's 
view  that  SAC  is  just  a  bunch  of  do- 
noihing  resume  hounds  preparing  to 
foist  their  political  selves  on  the 
public.  That's  right.  All  those 
students  politics  you  despise  will 
later  be  in  Cabinets  across  this  fair 
land,  but  mainly  right  here  in  this 
province  of  political  oppominiiy. 
Enough  of  this  bitter  rant-  this 
partisan  sour  grapes! 
I'm  writing  lo  announce  that 
President  Eilen  Ladowsky  has  seen 
the  light!  If  anyone  read  the 
interview  in  ihe  newspaper  (  Oh  Mile 
and  multifariously  bad  and  slinky 
paper-  Ed.  ),  one  need  only  be 
rc-direcied  to  the  quote  that  leads  off 
this  article. 

Our  SAC  president  is  in  favour  of 
The  Grateful  Dead  playing  here  next 
fall!  She  would  even  cancel  the 
Lei's  Get  Drunk  and  Throw  Up 
Night  to  bring  them  here. 
I  would  like  to  think  that  it  was  my 
article  in  the  October  Herald  that 
caused  her  to  spend  two  months 
thinking  about  it.  Or  perhaps  it's  jusi 


osmosis.  At  any  rate,  it  is  fairly 
apparent  thai  she  has  soong  feelings 
about  it,  so  much  so  that  I  believe 
the  Innis  chapter  of  Deadheads 
should  probably  take  up  a  collection 
and  buy  her  a  t-shirt.  maybe  even 
reserve  her  a  space  in  the  van  for  the 
Hartford  shows-  ruxw  wail  a  minule 
granola  head!  Where  in  larnalion 
does  it  say  anywhere  in  that 
iraerview  that  Ihe  President  SAC 
thinks  the  Grateful  Noodles  should 
play  our  beloved  campus.?  I  believe 


Gift  Campaign 


I  made  that  quite  clear.  One  need 
only  examine  Ihe  quote-  all  it  says  is 
a  "good  band'-  no,nojio  it  say  a 
"rea//y  good  group." 
I  have  only  one  helpful  hint.  As 
anyone  who  saw  the  dreadful  Dire 
Straits  gigs  in  1985  will  tell  you. 
Varsity  Arena  is  not  where  the  Dead 
show  should  be  held.  Varsity 
Stadium  would  be  better. 
The  acoustics  at  the  Arena  are 
terrible,  Hlen..,So  like,  when'sihe 
show?  Has  Jerry  been  phoned? 


The  .Scnircii  Continue.s 


Recycling  Paper 


Monday,  January  18  1988  will 
mark  the  inauguration  of  Project 
Paper  at  Victoria  University,  U  of  T. 
The  project  was  established  by  the 
Victoria  College  Recycling 
Committee  (VCRC). 

Students  and  staff  who  elect  to 
participate  in  the  project  will  be 
given  either  a  48  or  100  ounce 
capacity  Paper  Pot,  which  will  be 
used  as  a  receptacle  for  recyclable 
paper,  e.g.  bad  essays, 
intcrdepanmcnial  memos,  college 


newspapers.  When  Paper  Poii  arc 
filled  their  coraenK  may  be  deposited 
in  a  centrally  located  Project  Paper 
bin.  Twenty  five  volunteer  monitors 
will  make  sui'e  that  these  bins  do  not 
overflow  and  become  Hre  hazards. 
The  bin's  contents  will,  in  turn,  be 
emptied  into  a  larger  bin  located 
under  St.  Mary's  Arch,  the  contents 
of  which  will  be  coUecied  by  Domtar 
Packaging  for  recycling. 

The  project  has  received  support 
from    the    Ministry    of  the 


Environment,  Toby's  Good  Eats, 
Versa  Foods,  The  Pilot  Tavern,  the 
Toronto  Recycling  Action 
Commiuec,  Pollution  Probe  and  the 
Victoria  University  Student's 
Administrative  Council . 

At  present,  iJie  project  is  a  three 
month  pilot  phase  at  Victoria.  The 
VCRC,  however,  hopes  to  expand 
the  project  to  indclude  all  colleges  at 
UofT.. 


Martbi  MtcEtchern 

The  1988  Graduating  Students 
Gift  campaign  is  well  underway.  In 
its  fourth  year,  this  campaign  has 
been  developed  to  encourage  young 
alumni  to  participate  in  the 
University's  annual  giving  program. 
The  Innis  GSG  student  commiite, 
chaired  by  Martha  MacEachem,  will 
be  asking  their  fellow  graduating 
students  lo  pledge  a  dollar  amount 
(to  be  announced  at  a  later  specified 
date)  toward  a  project  over  a  three 
year  period.  Although  February  I 
marks  the  official  launch  of  the  1988 
GSG  campaign,  Innis  will  begin 
ilscampaign  Feb  8  following 
formalization  of  the  comitutlee. 

Participation  is  Ihe  key  element  in 


this  year's  campaign,  GSG 
committees  will  be  seeking  lo  raise 
the  participation  of  iheir  fellow 
graduates  to  equal  the  level  of  total 
alumni  involvement  in  the  Varsity 
Fluid.  A  prize  will  be  awarded  to  the 
constituency  reaching  the  highest 
overall  participation  rate. 

So  come  on  Innis  graduaies- 
panicipaie  in  '88! 

For  more  information  about  how 
you  can  get  involved  in  the  GSG 
campaign  please  coniacL 

Brian  Burchell  -  GSG  Chainnan  ai 

978-4911  or 

Martha  MacEachem-  Innis  GSG 
chairman  at  978-7368  or 
599-5598. 


Innis  News 


Griblies 


1 


VIck;  Zclllii] 

Innis  students  don't  care  anymore. 
In  a  recent  turn  of  events  three 
students  lost  iheir  seats  on  College 
Council  for  not  showing  up  to  two 
consecutive  meetings.  While  College 
Council  meets  only  once  a  month 
from  October  to  April,  this  was 
deemed  loo  much  time  by  the  three 
students. 

By-elections  lo  fill  the  vacancies 
were  to  be  held  Feb.  1  -(-  2.  No  one 
ran  for  the  vacant  positions. 
Nominations  have  been  re-opened. 
The  forms  are  in  Rm.  1 16.  With  ail 
other  elections  just  around  the 
comer,  things  do  not  look 
promising. 

Unprecedented  absences  from 
meetings  has  taken  Innis  by  storm. 
Quorum  has  become  a  dirty  word 
around  here,  not  to  be  mentioned  at 
the  time  of  a  supposed  meeting. 

The  Innis  College  Student  Society 
(ICSS).  Ihe  Innis  College  Council 
and  Council  subcommitices  have  all 
been  struck  repeatedly  by  absences 
of  commiitce  memticrs.  Why? 

Some  of  the  reasons  are  given 
every  year  --  I  didn'i  know  there 
was  a  meeting.  I  have  work  to  do,  I 
can't  make  ii  etc.  Only  this  year 
they're  being  given  more  often.  A 
passible  underlying  reason  is 
apalhy. 

Students  don't  care  anymore. 
They  are  so  involved  in  their  own 
lives  that  they  don'i  care  about  what 
iheir  student  society  can  doforihem 
or  how  council  can  affect  their  lives. 
This  is  after  all  only  a  hypoihesis; 


maybe  Ihe  recenl  climb  in  absentia  is 
due  to  some  other  mysterious 
reason. 


The  Urban  Studies  Programme 
offered  by  Innis  College  has  just 
been  re-vamped.  Asked  by  Principal 
John  Browne  to  review  ihe 
programme,  a  commitie  of  four 
professors  and  Vice-Principal  David 
King  met  last  fall  to  di.scuss  changes 
and  re-alignments  lo  ihc  previous 
programme. 

On  6  January  1988.  the  "new- 
Urban  Studies  programme  was 
presented  lo  students  presently 
enrolled  in  Urban  studies.  It  was 
favourably  received.  The  new 
changes  include  ihe  addition  of  an 
introductory  cause  to  be  offered  at 
the  200  level.  This  course  would  be 
taught  by  various  professors  from 
different  departraenis  and  would 
introduce  Urban  Studies  as  a  cross- 
disciplinary  area  of  study. 

Other  changes  included 
designating  the  inicmship  course  as 
a  300  level  course  instead  of  a  200 
level  one.  Some  of  the  changes 
affect  only  the  specialist  programme 
while  others  affcci  ihc  specialist  and 
major  programmes. 

The  proposed  changes  were 
passed  by  the  Academic  Affairs  and 
College  Council.  If  all  goes  well,  the 
new  programme  will  be  in  place 
September  1988.  Thoe  students 
currently  enrolled  in  the  Urban 
Studies  programme  will  not  be 
affected  by  the  changes. 


ETTERS 


The  InnU  Herald  hu  ux  open  leuen 
policy.  Leuen  rmin  be  n^ned  end  mult  be 
free  of  texilt,  ncist,  igiit,  homophobic  of 
just  pitia  dumb  content.  Opinioni 
expreued  in  leuen,  like  all  luhmisiionf 
tre  tohbuuble  only  to  their  aulhon;  no 
liability  if  aiudi«d  ID  the  Inula  Herald,  (he 
Innii  College  Sludem  Soctely  or  lo  the 
publiiher.  In  fact,  (he  ofanlcna  expreifed  in 
thit  fiflwipapec  are  auributable  lo 
abaolutely  notiody;  if  you  have  diinca*>.7 
wilh  any  of  Ihe  opanons  herein,  it's 
ardfaci  of  yoor  own  Being. 


Herald  Wrong 


Deal  Editor. 

I  am  writing  in  regards  to  sn  inide 
by  Yukio  Koglin  in  ihe  last  edition 
of  the  Herald  (Rouge  River  S«ved). 
Inherent  in  the  very  title  is  a  gr«ve 


misconception.  Furthermore,  the 
article  begins  by  stating  that  the 
meeting  was  held  at  The 
Scarborough  Towne  Centre;  if  the 
reporter  knew  anything  about 
Scarborough  be  would  know  that  the 
Towne  Centre  was  and  always  has 
been  a  shopping  complex  while  the 
Council  Quunbcrs  are  located  in  the 
Civic  Centre.  The  reporter  also 
claims  thai  "Scarborough  Council 
voted  overwhelmingly  in  favour  of 
not  developing  the  Rouge  River 
Valley.'  This  sentence  would  read 
more  accurately  if  it  said 
"Scarborough  Council  voted 
overwhelmingly  in  favour  of 
develop  in;  the  Rouge  River  Valley 
System."  The  decision  noi  to 
develop  the  system  was  turned  down 
in  a  14  lo  1  vole.  The  only  Alderman 
in  favour  of  no  devel^nnent  was 
Marilyn  Maihinski.  The  concept 
accepted  was  one  which  would 
develop  the  land  for  "recreational 


purposes"  which  include  things  such 
as  campground  sites,  golf  courses, 
country  Lms  and  histoiical  buildings; 
hardly  what  I  would  call  leaving  the 
system  in  a  natural  siaie. 

The  acceptance  of  Ifais  concept  is  a 
sell  out.  The  council  members  did 
have  Iheir  minds  made  up  before 
they  entered  the  meeting;  they  were 
influenced  by  the  many  phone  calls 
that  they  had  received  from 
constituents  who  did  not  realize  Uial 
what  they  really  wanted  was  a  plan 
which  would  leave  the  system  in  its 
natural  state.  They  had  been  told  by 
the  mob  of  "Save-the-Rouge 
supporters  that  the  recreational 
concept  was  best  for  the  land. 

I  also  believe  that  mob  rule  is 
hardly  an  acceptable  way  of  getting 
what  you  what  you  want.  Someone 
should  bsve  ihe  opportunity  to  speak 
their  (pinion  without  being  boiled 
and  booed.  Isn't  thai  what  a 
democxaiic  society  stands  for? 


So,  in  conclusion  Yukio  Koglin, 
although  your  article  may  have 
represented  a  popular  altitude,  it  was 
an  ill  informed  one. 

Judy  Phillips 
"An  unprepared  Innis 
College  Urban  Studies 
student  who  babbled." 

Article  Really  Bad 

Dear  Editor, 

I  read  with  considerable  inieresi 
Yukio  Koglin's  synopsis  of  the 
events  that  led  to  the  headline 
"Rouge  River  Saved."  Koglin's 
account  was  a  flawed,  lopsided  and 
misguided  attempt  to  describe  one  of 
the  most  proline  Scarborough 
debates  that  current  and  past 
Councils  have  ever  faced  and  I 
expected  a  more  objective  account 
from  such   a  renowned  College 


newspaper. 

The  article  was  flawed  in  several 
areas.  The  debate  for  example,  did 
not  take  place  in  Scarborough 
Towne  Centre.  Its  distinction  is  one 
of  significant  repute  as  shopping 
malls  go,  but  the  North  East  Land 
Snidy  debate  acnially  look  place  in 
the  Meeting  Hall  of  the  Scarborough 
Civic  Centre. 

Koglin  also  slated  that  "Council 
voted  overwhelmingly  in  favour  of 
not  developing  the  Rouge  River 
Valley."  Council  did  not.  Council 
voted  for  Option  Two  which  most 
certainly  entails  sflmt  development 
of  the  lands  in  question.  The  only 
option  thai  recommended  uji 
development  was  Option  One  -  an 
option  only  one  member  of  Council 
supported  -  the  writer  of  ilus  letia! 

koglin's  article  was  lopsided 
because  of  the  choice  of  words  used 

Continued  next  page 


EICIOyOIGlY 


PCB  Soup  and  the  Human 
Condition 


RolMrt  Jnkmi 

An  inicrcsUng  leciurc  aboul  Great 
Lakes  walcr  quality  was  delivered  by 
Don  Mackay.  a  chemical  engineer  at 
a  recent  seminar  held  by  the  instiiulc 
for  Environmental  Studies.  The 
focus  of  the  lecture  was  the 
computer  modelling  of  PCB 
pathways  in  the  Great  Lakes 
ecosystem,  but  the  issue  of 
controlling  pollution  in  tlic  Lakes 
was  also  addressed. 

PCIl's  (poly-chlorinated  biphcnyls) 
(biphcnah  ■■  co  Ed.)  are  a  non- 
biodegradable, toxic  chemical 
compound  which  were  used  in  a 
number  of  different  applications, 
mainly  in  the  electrical  industry  for 
the  cooling  of  electrical  devices  such 
as  transformers.  PCB's  persist  In  the 
environment  for  a  long  period  of 
time,  and  Invade  the  food  chain, 
ending  up  (for  example)  in 
contaminated  fish  at  our  dinner 
tables.  Increasing  levels  of  PCB's 
were  found  in  lake  .system  in  the 


the  result  of  a  study  which  traced 
PCB  flow  iJirough  Lake  Ontario. 
The  model  is  useful  for 
"Enviroroenlal  Managers"  as  a 
representation  of  PCB  movement  in 
Lake  Ontario  and  demonstrates  the 
lake's  function  as  a  sediment  trap. 
PCB  containing  sediment  is  removed 
by  natural  paticms  of  water  flow  and 
is  precipitated  on  die  lake  bottom. 
Don  claims  that  without  this 
sedimentation  process  in  Lake 
Ontario  there  would  have  been  an 
ecological  disaster. 
The  model  details  the  flow  of 
PCB's  through  the  atmosphere, 
water  and  land.  The  chemical  enters 
the  ecosystem  through  many 
avenues,  including  rainfall.  The 
model  also  shows  a  linear  relation 
between  PCB  input  and  PCB 
conceniralion;  a  Iialfing  of  input  will 
lead  to  a  halfmg  of  concentration 
given  time.  It  takes  eight  years  for 
the  water  in  Lake  Ontario  to  be 


1940's;  the  level  reached  a  peak  in 
the  1970's,  and  high  conecnu-aiions 
led  to  a  decline  in  the  population  of 
seagulls  and  other  fish  eating 
animals.  Since  the  banning  of  the 
use  of  PCB's,  there  has  been  a 
steady  decline  in  concentration 
levels. 

The  computer  model  which  Don 
developed  (through  funding  by 
Environment  Canada's 
Environmental  Toxicology  Fund)  is 


replaced,  which  makes  it  twth  easier 
to  pollute  and  easier  to  clean  up  than 
other  Great  Lakes.  Since  the  ban  on 
PCB's  in  the  1970's  the  amount  of 
PCB's  in  the  lake  has  dropped  from 
a  high  of  44  tonnes  to  25  tonnes  in 
1985. 

Aside  from  a  scientific  look  at  the 
ecosystem  of  die  Great  Lakes,  Don 
Mackay  also  discussed  the  process 
of  cleaning  up  the  lakes  and  the 
politics  involved.  He  is  a  member  of 


the  International  Joint  Commission 
of  the  Lakes  and  is  involved  with 
other  government  organizations,  and 

thus  has  an  inside  perspective  on  the 
problems  Intimately  tied  to 
environmental  issues. 

To  quote  Don;  "What  should  wc  do 
to  solve  the  Great  Lakes'  toxicity? 
Reduce  loading-  simple.  Why  don'l 
wc  do  it?  Inertia-  too  many 
ministries  and  nobody  wants  to  do 
anything.  It  is  an  extremely  complex 
procedure  to  get  anything  done."  He 
claims  this  is  'paralysis  by 
analysis."  A  little  bit  of  knowledge  is 
a  delaying  thing,  with  every  bit  of 
research  money  the  scientists  find 
becoming  an  excuse  to  do  nothing. 
Scientists  study  a  little  bit  more  and 
then  find  out  they  need  to  study 
more  before  they  can  solve  the 
problem.  This  is  a  common  delaying 
problem  affecting  many 
environmental  issues  including  acid 
rain. 

Don  also  suggests  that  the  "cause 
needs  a  leader",  and  that  nothing  is 
being  done  because  there  is  no 
leading  authority  to  give  orders.  The 
International  Joint  Commission  on 
the  Lakes  is  a  failure  and  Don  feels 
that  wc  would  be  better  off  without 
die  IJC.  Tlic  public  thinks  that  the 
IJC  is  a  leading  authority  dealing 
with  the  problem,  but  in  reality  hide 
is  being  accomplished. 

Finally,  Don  suggest  a  practical 
mcdiod  for  solving  the  Great  Lakes 
toxicity  problem.  Water  is  an 
undervalued  resource  which  is 
relatively  cheap.  What  is  needed, 
according  to  Don,  is  a  surcharge  on 
water  consumption  and  discharge 
whidi  which  would  be  used  to  fund 
clean  up  efforts. 

Tlicre  is  a  need  for  a  fundamental 
change  in  ethics.  Wc  cannot  wail  for 
dead  bodies  to  .show  up.  Wc  should 
not  be  allowed  to  argue  over  ilie 
quantities,  or  to  say  that  so  many 
p.p.m.'s  of  such  and  such  a 
chemical  are  safe.  We  should  strive  ! 
for  the  virtual  elimination  of  toxics  in 
tJic  erivironmcm. 

The  Environmental  Protection 
Agency  of  Environment  Canada  is 
working  on  the  fundamentally 
wrong  principal  that  reductions  in 
the  levels  of  toxic  chemicals  in  die 
environment  is  a  solution  to 
environmental  problems.  The  agency 
should  work  towards  elimination  of 
all  toxic  chemicals  from  the 
environment.  In  my  mind,  no  toxic 
substance  is  safe  at  any 
concentration. 


Lake  Ontario 
Deathly 


Rob  Jamlcton 

A  secret  Environment  Canada 
repon  has  been  leaked  to  die  public. 
The  report  states  Uiat  the  people 
living  near  the  most  polluu^  areas  of 
the  Great  Lakes  risk  higher  rates  of 
cancer,  birth  defects,  infant  deaths, 
strokes  and  heart  disease.  Toxic 
Chemicals  in  the  Creal  Lakes  Basic 
Ecosystem  ,  die  repon  in  question, 
was  compiled  by  researchers  Tom 
Muir  and  Aimc  Sudar. 

The  statistics  in  this  top  secret 
report  show  that  the  cancer  rates  in 
populations  along  die  lakes'  shores 
increase  as  one  moves  from  Lakes 
Michigan  and  Erie  in  the  west  to  Erie 
and  (Jniario  in  die  east.  Toronto  lies 
In  the  path  of  toxic  waste  from  the 
American  heartlands.  The  Niagara 
River  carries  the  waste  of  some  30 
million  Americans  right  into  the 
Toronto  water  supply. 

Toxic  chemical  hot  spots  such  as 
Toronto,  or  Hamilton  and  sites  along 
the  Niagra  River  expose  40  million 
people  to  carcinogens  which  cause 
cancer  rau:  20%  higher  than  odier 
areas  of  North  America.  Sutistics 
indicate  that  the  Niagra's  overall 
death  rate  from  cancer  accelerated 
5%  past  die  Ontario  average. 

This  means  dial  you  and  I,  living 
here  in  Toronto,  arc  at  a  greater  risk 
of  developing  cancer  than  almost  any 
other  place  in  No:Ui  America  or  for 
that  matter  in  the  entire  world  ■- 
co-Ed  ).  This  is  difficult  to  face,  dial 
Toronto  could  be  the  most  polluted 
place  on  earth.  (In  die  sense  of  toxic 
chemical  pollution  in  the  water 
supply  it  could  be.)  Wc  may  not  be 
exposed  lo  the  highest  levels  of 


pollutants  but  wc  arc  exposed  to 
mild  doses  of  almost  every  chemical 
created  by  man.  These  chemicals 
could  act  synergistically  during 
prolonged  exposure  to  produce 
unexpectedly  devastating  results. 

Does  diis  mean  that  wc  should 
pack  up  and  move  to  the  Yukon 
where  die  air  and  water  are  clear? 
Not  necessarily.  Why  don'l  we  clean 
up  die  Great  Lakes  instead?  And 
why  isn't  this  report  being  released 
10  the  public  at  large?  Part  of  die 

firoblem  is  that  ll  is  impossible  to 
dcnUfy  the  exact  chemicals  in  the 
water  which  cause  cancer.  The 
report  does  not  conclusively  state 
that  the  illnesses  arc  caused  by 
chemicals  in  the  water,  and  the 
biochemical  link  may  never  be 
proved;  only  a  correlation  between 
chemical  levels  and  health  problems 
can  be  shown.  Thus,  Uiere  is  no 
"hard"  evidence  which  shows  that 
die  pollution  is  a  hazard. 

Toxic  Chemicals  in  the  Great 
Lakes  Basic  Ecosystem  was 
scheduled  for  release  in  1986,  but 
was  withheld  by  Environment 
Canada.  Department  officials  say 
that  the  report  is  being  reviewed  for 
accuracy  and  will  be  released  this 
fall. 

Regardless  of  whcdicr  or  not  one 
you  believe  the  contents  of  this 
report,  the  next  time  you  arc  dovm 
by  the  lake,  look  into  die  water  and 
ask  yourself  "What  is  fioating 
around  in  diis  water?"  Then  remind 
yourself  that  every  drop  of  Toronto 
drinking  water  comes  from  Lake 
Ontario. 
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Continued 

10  describe  die  pro  and  con  camps. 
For  example,  if  delegau:s  supponctl 
conservation,  their  presentations 
were  "emotional",  ihcy  feared  the 
"eventual  displacemen'",  and  the  U 
of  T  was  "well  rcprcsralcd  with  a 
witty  and  relevant  sociology 
professor",  whereas  those  speakers 
seen  to  support  "development"  (dear 
me,  such  an  ugly  word!)  had 
"ulterior  motives ",  were  marred  by 
"weak"  arguments  and  were 
"unprepared  and  baWjIed." 

Koglin  referred  to  an  "unpepared 
Innis  College  Urbin  Studies 
student."  That  same  student  was 
delegated  lo  North  East  Lmu)  Study 
for  analysis  and  reccomendalion. 
While  I  disagreet'i  with  her 
conclusion,  she  thould  be 
commended  for  having  the  cotirage 
of  her  convlrtionj,  subjecting  botself 
to  die  "heckling  of  the  hoiiile 
audience",  and  speaking  in  defence 
of  affordable  housing,  an  issue  thai, 
in  any  other  forum,  would  have 


received  academic  accolades! 

Finally,  I  have  staled  that 
Koglin's  ardcle  is  misguided.  It  is 
misguided  because  it  leaves  the 
uninformed  lay  reader  with  the 
impression  dial  the  Rouge  Valley 
and  its  Tablelands  have  been  saved 
from  extinction  for  all  time.  If  the 
publishing  of  this  response  to 
koglin's  article  accomplishes  one 
objective,  it  is  the  hope  dial  die 
message  delivered  at  die  meeting  on 
November  2  will  not  continue  to 
heard  by  the  Province  which  will 
make  the  ultimate  decision. 

To  believe  Uiat  die  battle  to  save 
the  Rouge  has  been  won  is  a  fate 
worse  dian  deaUi.  The  war  has  only 
just  begun!  Thai  is  die  message 
Koglin  should  have  delivered  bui 
didn't. 

More's  the  pityl 

Marilyn  Mushinski 
Executive  AUerman 
WaidS 


RlAlNIDIOIMI  ITIHIOIUIGIHITIS 


The  Status  of  Women  and  Social  Revolution 


Jenny  Farkii 

The  IcgaJ  definiiion  of  the  tcmi 
status  in  the  mid  1800  s  was  "the 
condition  of  a  person,  arising  out  of 
age,  sex,  meniaJ  incapacity,  crime, 
public  station,  etc.,  that  determines 
the  nature  of  that  persons  legal 
personality."  A  person's  legal 
personality  here  includes  their  legal 
capacities,  that  is  their  ability  to  enl£r 
into  contracts,  their  ability  to  own 
property,  and  the  nature  of  their 
relations  to  the  state  or  to  another 
person,  for  example  marriage,  or 
adoption.  Such  legal  status,  it  is 
important  to  note,  was  not  chosen 
by  individuals,  but  was  imposed  on 
them.  Societal  values  and  norms  of 
the  time  concerning  the  factors  of 
age.  sex,  etc.,  were  the  primary 
determinants  of  how  the  legal  system 
would  view  an  individual. 

Whether  these  societal  attitudes 
and  norms  were  in  turn  influenced 
by  the  religious  values  of  the  day.  or 
by  the  circumstances  of  the  day 
(war,  poverty,  the  aristocracy,  etc.), 
is  secondary.  What  is  important  is 
that  their  existence  served  to  create 
and  maintain  not  only  a  status  quo, 
but  also  a  tradition  that  societies  to 
come  would  strive  to  uphold. 
Tradition,  some  would  argue,  is 
important  in  that  it  keeps  the  moral 
fibres  of  our  society  laced  lightly 
together.  But  tradition  is  also  static, 
stagnant,  and  docs  not  allow  for 
change,  for  progress.  We  live  in  a 
society  of  rapid  change. 
Technology,  food  production, 
communication,  relaiiwiships:  all  are 
alujred  daily  to  conform  to  our  reeds 
and  desires.  Should  not  our  attitudes 


and  norm's  also  be  changing  to 
accomodate  the  other  changes,  S  for 
no  other  reason  than  to  keep  our 
society  consistent  and 
non-contiadiciory? 

Unfortunately,  such  is  not  the 
case.  Today,  our  society  subscribes 
to  the  notion  that  the  more  things 
change  the  more  they  stay  the  same, 
a  fallacy  of  immense  proportions. 
Equally  pervasive  in  arguments  for 
the  continuation  of  traojtion  is  the 
adage  of:  "I've  never  done  it  before 
so  why  Stan  now?"  This  reasoning 
can  be  applied  to  anything  from 
switching  10  a  new  brand  of  beer,  to 
buying  an  appliance  for  the  home 
such  as  a  food  processor  when 
lacking  the  appliance  has  not  caused 
grief  in  the  past. 

In  this  arricle,  the  focus  will  be  on 
the  use  of  this  adage  in  the  context  of 
the  status  of  women.  This  status,  I 
will  argue,  is  stagnant  and 
unchanging  because  of  tradition. 
From  a  proclamation  by  a  judge 
early  in  this  century  which  stales  that 
"women  have  never  voted  before  so 
why  should  they  start  now?",  to  the 
recently  revealed  law  which  made  it 
legal  for  a  husband  to  rape  his  wife 
(repealed  in  1981),  the  traditional 
attitudes  concerning  the  role  of 
women  in  society  as  a  whole.  In  the 
family,  and  in  the  institution  of 
marriage  serve  to  keep  women 
down,  to  oppress  them  and  maintain 
male  dominance  in  all  avenues  of 
society. 

The  status  of  women  has  long 
been  inferior.  In  comparison  to  men, 
the  perceived  neutral  entity,  the  norm 


from  which  all  else  deviates,  women 
arc  seen  as  less  intelligent,  weaker, 
less  capable,  less  reliable,  and  not  as 
willing  and  eager  to  succeed.  The  list 
is  endless;  the  negation  of  women  is 
evident  in  all  aspects  of  day  to  day 
life. 

Perhaps  such  has  not  always  been 
the  case.  Some  anthropologists  and 
feminists  argue  for  the  existence  of 
matriarchies  in  centuries  past  which 
functioned  much  differenUy  than  the 
patriarchal  societies  of  today. 
Although  this  argument  is  widely 
refuted,  it  has  been  proved  that 
matrilineal  socitics.  societies  which 
trace  descent  through  women,  did 
exist  (and  still  do  in  a  few  tribes  in 
Africa). 

The  existence  of  such  societies  is 
of  profound  importance  to  women. 
In  developing  an  understanding  of 
how  societies  altered  and  were 
modified  from  matrilineal  to 
patrilineal,  patriarchal  societies,  and 
thereby  understanding  the  process 
which  led  to  tradition  present  in  our 
present  society,  women  can  attempt 
to  understand  their  prescribed 
status. And  in  this  way  we  can  also 
reject  the  adage "  women  have  never 
done  it  before,  so  why  start  now", 
for  in  matrilineal  societies  (it  is 
thought)  women  participated  in  all 
realms  of  social  life  and  all  degrees 
of  power  and  authority.  Therefore: 
women  tHyj  done  it  before. 

Feminists  have  long  rccogniicd 
the  need  to  understand  and  transcend 
harmful  traditions  in  their  fight  to 
obtain  a  status  for  women  equal  to 
that  of  men.  From  the  suffragists 


who  fought  for  the  vote,  to  the 
women  of  the  sixties  who  fought  for 
the  sexual  freedom  of  women  (the 
freedom  to  no  longer  be  seen  as  sex 
objects,  the  freedom  to  choose 
whether  they  want  to  have  children, 
the  freedom  to  live  in  a  world 
without  rape  and  wife  abuse), 
feminists  have  been  attempting  to 
overlum  the  adage  "they've  never 
done  it  before  so  why  should  wc  let 
them  now." 

(t  is  farcical  to  examine  die  antics 
that  those  in  power,  those  whose  job 
it  is  to  uphold  the  traditions  that  keep 
them  in  power  and  keep  women 
down,  have  displayed  Uiroughout 
the  years  in  order  to  quell  feminist 
demands.  And  yet  it  is  infuriating. 
How  can  a  society  be  allowed  to 
systematically  stifle  women?  How 
can  a  society  be  allowed  to,  over  and 
over  again,  repeat  from  its  pedestal 
of  power:  women  have  never  lived 
in  a  society  where  they  were  not 
subject  to  rape  and  other  violence,  so 
why  should  we  develop  such  a 
society  now? 

Women  who  don't  sec,  or  fail  to 
understand  the  implications  of 
universal  male  dominance  and 
unversal  enforcement  of  the  above 
adage  must  try  and  throw  off  this 
veil  of  tradition  in  order  that  Ihcy 
may  live.  The  oppression  of  over 
half  the  population  of  the  worid  is 
not  an  accident.  While  all  women 
must,  at  their  own  pace  and  in 
harmony  with  their  own  culture, 
reject  the  status  ascribed  to  them,  wc 
must  all  work  togetlver. 

And  what  of  the  universal  values 


of  monogamy,  marriage, 
helerosexualily,  and  so  on?  Do  they 
too  not  reck  of  tradition  and 
oppression?  Can  wc  not  alter  them 
such  that  they  will  treat  all  as  equal? 
It  is  possible  to  have  a  marriage,  a 
union  between  two  individuals 
where  tone  is  not  continuously 
singled  out  as  inferior,  and  where 
the  other  is  not  treated  as  an 
unfeeling  cold  entity  whose  sole 
responsiblity  is  to  go  to  work ,  make 
money,  and  come  home.  Economic 
realities  make  such  stereotypes 
farcical  to  the  point  of  bemg 
ridiculous;  women  today  both  raise 
children  and  work  full  time,  and  yet 
they  arc  paid  less  than  men.  Does 
this  make  sense?  I  cannot  deny  that 
changes  arc  in  progress.  Laws  are 
being  altered,  attitudes  are  slowly 
evolving.,.,  but  further  change  is 
necessary.  Little  steps  arc  not 
enough.  We  have  to  get  rid  of 
universal  haired  of  homosexuals, 
racism,  and  classicism.  How  about 
working  together,  as  a  thinking, 
feeling  human  population  lo 
eradicate  all  inequalities  in  the  world. 
If  we  all  do  our  part,  if  we  all 
boycott  s  newspaper  which  exploits 
women,  and  advertisement  that 
condones  violence  against  women, 
an  institution  that  segregates 
unlwafully,  just  think  about  the 
changes  that  wc  could  bring  about. 

My  plea  is  for  awareness  of  our 
surroundings  and  an  understanding 
of  the  inequalities  in  our  socieiy.  The 
adage  should  be:  "I've  never  done  it 
before  so  why  not  try  it  now?"  If  we 
all  respect  each  other  and  harm  no 
one,  anything  is  (ussible. 


Fanaticism,  Free  Trade,  Burnt  Apple  Pie  philosophy 


This  article  is  intended  lo  expose 
our  leaders  for  what  they  really  are, 
and  reveal  the  falsity  of  some  other 
myths. 

What  is  wrong  with  our  leaders?  To 
avoid  a  sponlanseous  outburst  of 
violence,  1  will  confine  my 
opinionated  verbal  lynchings  to 
certain  North  American  figures. 
These  will  include  our  friendly  Icing 
of  patronage,  the  rightfully 
maligned,  wretched  spineless  and 
deceitful  Prime  Minister  Brian 
Mulroney;  fire  and  brimstone 
commie  eating  prcacher-U.S.- 
presidenlial  candidate  Pal  Robertson; 
and  the  world  majority's  target  (and 
source)  of  degradation,  senile, 
fascist,  pig-dog  president  Ronald 
Reagan,  whom  his  own  supporters 
call  a  useful  idiot;  and  others  wholl 
I'll  apologize  to  before 
backsiabbing. 

Mulroney,  as  we  all  know  and 
regret,  has  decided  fnx  trade  will  set 
US  on  a  majestic  flight  to  the 
economically  prosperous  pie  In  the 
Sky.  However,  the  pie  is  American, 
and  it  doesn't  have  the  wonderful 
but  immensly  expensive  social 
support  structure  that  Canada  has. 
Their  country  has  ten  times  the 
population,  end  is  ijonnitcly  richer  ta 
finances  than  oun.  And  THEIR 
jovemmeiu  doesn't  prop  up  ailing 
indutlrici  (such  as  doomed 
ihJpvBTds)  while  turning  thdr  bock 
r.n  the  competitive  ones.  How  can 
»e,  as  a  country,  compete?  Sure, 
SpiT  Aerospace  will  prosper,  and  we 
can  tcceleraie  the  depletitsi  of  our 
nati'jal  resources  to  make  a  buck 
(Aaiericin,  that  ii).  And  we  am 
prxm  up  our  dying  RAD  industries 
and  be  stuck  with  i  few  mooey 
rr>akin^  companies  while  wau^hlng 
the  tooal  sysiem  ovtrioad  and  bum. 
As  the  Amcrdans  hold  a  much  larger 
share  of  the  marltet  (and  thus  make 
m<»e  money)  sooner  or  later  ibeyll 
finance  their  way  inio  our  ipediallzcd 


industries  and  inevitably  buy  a 
victory.  Then  the  pie  will  fall  from 
the  sky  and  our  unique  culturally 
diverse  apples  will  be  squashed  and 
assimilated  into  the  American  pie. 
What  bums  me  is  that  Mulroney 
never  talked  about  this  trade  deal 
during  bis  campaign  (In  fact,  he 
used  to  be  against  free  trade  with  the 
U.S.)  And  now,  he  has  the  gall  to 
say  that  he  has  a  mandate  just 
because  he  was  elected?!  Docs  this 
mean  he  can  also  turn  Canada  into  a 
neo-nazi  empire  if  he  so  chooses, 
because  he's  the  Prime  Minister  with 
the  mandate?  How  about  turning  an 
eye  towards  the  problems  he  WAS 
given  a  mandate  lo  comstdet?  Sudt 
as  our  homeless,  our  pollution 
problem,  native  rights, 
unemployment  and  other  real 
problems.  With  a  friend  like 
Mulroney,  who  needs  an  enemy? 
Pat  Robertson,  one  of  the  leading 
Republican  contenders  for 
presidency,  almost  makes  me  glad 
we  have  Mulroney.  It  seems  that 
quite  a  few  major  conflicts  have 
battldines  drawn  between  religions, 
and,  and  even  between  sects  of  the 
same  religion.  For  instance,  the 
Catholic  IRA  fights  the  Protesianu: 
South  African  church  leaders 
supported  apartheid  as  a  god  given 
right;  the  KKK  does  the  same;  and 
Reagan  gives  weapona  to  the 
Coniras  to  kill  communist  inclined 
civilians.  The  funny  thing  is.  none 
of  these  people  are  the  Christians 
they  claim  lo  be.  The  Bible  does  not 
cay  'thou  shallt  not  kill...  unless 
Nicaragua  becomes  communiit''  or 
"...  anleo  the  Protoianu  have  more 
money  than  you."  I'm  hut  waiting 
for  Rcasan  to  uy  'I  givei  guns  to 
Contru  for  Ood",  and  that  wouldn't 
be  too  radical.  ThejxnoR  who  It 
rKfical  ij  Robenioo.  'ftali  mUllaaaln; 
evangelist,  who  claims  to  have  faith 
heiled  cancer  victinu,  turns 
hurricanes  away  from  hit  broadcast 


FIRST,  DESCRIBE  THf 
ON5ET^'  WAS  IT  A 
GENrtALirED  PAIN  BUT 
JUST  IN  ONE  STECIFK: 
AftEA— WAS  IT  A 
THROBBING  ryPE  OF 
-  PAINT 


and  CynicaJ 


tower,  and  talked  to  God,  is  also  the 
same  freak  who  wants  to  arm 
America  to  the  teeth.  He  wants  a 
return  to  the  McCarthy  era  by  the 
invocation  of  the  Monroe  Doctrine, 
and  by  forcing  ultia-righi  social 
changes  on  everyone.  His  main 
sumort  comes  from  the  southern 
mitidle-class  middle-aged  WASPs. 
which  is  white  supremacist  spelled 
with  different  letups.  These  people 
are  able  to  Justify  everything  on  the 
basis  of  Ood  and  the  "correct" 
religion,  everything  from  force 
feeding  American  style  Christianity 
to  grade  schoolers,  to  exterminating 
the  evil  empire  with  a  sneak  nuclear 
attack.  The  wwst  part  is,  some  of 
bis  ideas  actually  make  sense  to 
people.  This  might  gamer  support 
from  otherwise  inlelligem  dolts. 
Maybe  Tm  overeacting,  and  these 
people  are  right  in  saying  what 
we've  got  ii  ^ood.  All  1  know  is, 
our  fish  are  pickled  in  dioxin,  our 
trees  are  dying  from  acid  wash 
treatment,  our  free  oxygen  is 
disappearing,  we're  under  constant 
liireat  of  nuclear  destruction,  and 
we're  niU  the  lucky  ones. 


Malt  McGarvcy 

This  is  my  last  chapter  as 
philosophy  editor  of  the  Innis 
Herald.  I  leave  you  with  some 
random  thoughts. 

Send  your  younger  brothers  and 
sisters  elsewhere  for  an  education.  U 
of  T  has  nothing  to  offer  the 
undergraduate,  except  for  the  odd 
unique  program  of  studies  that 
cannot  be  obtained  elsewhere,  but  it 
has  twice  the  bureaucracy,  is  twice 
as  expensive  and  generally  involves 
a  poor  "quality  of  working  life. "  I 
realize  thai  this  doesn't  apply  to  all 
students,  but  the  vast  majority  of  us 
could  have  been  better  served 
elsewhere.  Come  here  for  grad 
school:  that's  where  U  of  Ts  money 
is  spent. 

Speaking  of  imiversity,  I'm  sick 
of  hearing  the  whinings  of  people 
whose  city  has  a  university  too 
crowded  to  accept  them,  so  they 
have  to  go  to  (gasp!)  Sudbury, 
Thunderbay,  or  godknowswhere. 
Uiuversily  is  supposed  to  be  a  time 
to  grow  up,  so  scrape  together  the 
money  arid  pry  yourself  off  your 
mother's  apron  to  see  a  bit  of  the 
twelfth  province.  Northern  Ontario 
(Why  they  don't  separate  and  jack 
up  prices  for  water,  etc.  ni  never 
know)(The  Yukon,  by  the  way,  is 
the  elevenlh  pnrvince). 

Let's  talk  ethics  for  a  momem.  See 
Jack  ^aduate.  See  Jack  become  a 
pawn  in  a  conglomerate.  See  Jack 
read  about  the  $2000.00  vandalism 
job  on  a  fur  shop  in  "Crimesioppers" 
and  wish  be  had  information  leading 
to  the  arrest  of  the  aiurchic  rogue. 
See  Jack  fudge  his  own  incoriK  tax 
by  $3000.00  and  the  cotapany'j 
book  by  $100,000.00,  and  cnticiie 
the  union  for  tryin;.  lo  hold  the 


Capitalism 
Grapefruit 


company  ransom.  Moral  of  the 
story:  Rat  on  your  nearest  corporate 
swindler-  it  is  your  Umxas  a  citizen 
and  as  a  moral  agent.  If  you're 
worried  about  the  consequences,  just 
look  at  it  as  a  continuance  of  that 
rebellious  period  of  youth,  and 
you'll  feel  younger  for  years. 

Yes  kids,  I've  grown  cynical,  but 
I'm  totally  convinced  that  i  have  just 
grounds  for  my  cyiucism.  But,  I'll 
not  worry  too  much  about  it;  I'm 
more  concerned  with  family,  grad 
school,  rugby  and  death  (in  that 
order).  Hopefully  we'll  have  a  big. 
big  depression  to  shake  everything 
up  (if  you  have  no  money  anyway,  a 
depression  can't  hurt  you.  Just  think 
what  it  would  be  like  to  have  a  few 
mil  and  then  lose  them,  heh  heb 
heb!).  Or  maybe  a  war  will  break  out 
beiweeen  Israel  and  South  Africa 
over  who  gets  the  next  batch  of 
slaves,  and  it  will  spread  wide 
enough  that  we  can  establish  a  few 
more  Sandinista  govenunents  in 
Guaiamala.  Jamaica,  Monaco  and 
India. 

Seriously,  let  us  wrest  control  of 
the  world  from  the  grip  of  Bay  St., 
Wall  St.  and  Tokyo,  and  put  it  in 
everyone's  pockets.  Or.  if  you 
cannot  gain  control,  threaten  to  laJkC 
it  daily,  leaving  the  power  mongers 
with  a  serious  case  of  paranoia. 
"We're  gonna  get  you,  Conrad. 
We've  got  meetings,  informants, 
weapons...  watch  your  ass!"  So  go 
home  and  watch  the  hockey  game, 
alone  as  usual,  pretending  Coiu'ad's 
face  is  laiooed  on  Wendell's  helmet 
(or  Harold't  bua). 

Have  fun!  If  you  can't  beat'em.  hit 
harder. 


RIAINIDIOIMI  ITIHIOIUIGIHITIS 


A  Sentimental  Journey 


Jtnnj  Frlrdlind 

I've  been  lold  to  write  something 
for  the  paper- 1  am,  although  exactly 
what  it  is  I'm  writing  is  not  exactly 
clear,  fd  write  a  film  review  but 
standards  around  here  are  so  damn 
high  and  my  understanding  of 
Franglais  words  such  as 
"rcphallicizalion"  is  so  low  I  thought 
I'd  best  abstain.  Other  options?  Oh, 
I  don't  know  -  maybe  the  ins  and 
outs  of  being  a  media  supervisor.  It 
would,  of  course,  be  highly 
informative,  but  the  inquisitive 
reader  would  soon  find  out  how 
much  I  get  paid  and,  upon  close 
speculation,  how  little  I  do.  Then  I'd 
have  flack  to  contend  with  from  all 
comers  of  Innls.  not  just  from 
Monsieur  Testa's  office  where  I 
graciously  acknowledge  that  it's  my 
"middle-class  upbringing  which 
causes  all  the  fuck-ups."  Perhaps  I 
could  start  a  column.  I'll  call  it  "The 
Men  in  My  Life"  and  style  it  In  such 
a  way  that  it  really  pisses  off  the 
readers  of  Otherwise.  Tliis,  I  verily 


believe,  is  a  fine  idea  and  who 
knows,  when  the  next  issue  is  ready 
for  print  there  may  actually  be  some 
men  in  my  life  for  me  to  write  about 
For  now,  dear  reader,  you'll  have  to 
content  yourself  with  a  recap  of  the 
most  action  Tve  had  all  year,  that  is 


the  man  who  Jerked  off  in  the 
subway:  it  was  all  .so  very  exciting 
that  I  could  write  a  treatise  on  the 
subject,  but  I'll  U7  to  keep  it  brief. 

I  was  riding  southbound  on  the 
University  line,  quiedy  reading 
Sterne's  A  Senlimenlal  Journey  , 
when  I  looked  up  and  noticed  that 
the  man  across  from  me  had  a  very 


large  Uiumb.  Since  innocence  is  my 
middle  name,  I,  of  course,  had  to 
stare  at  this  oddity  for  several 
moments  before  realizing  what  it 
was.  And  since  vulgar  is  my  other 
middle  name  I,  of  course,  had  to 
stare  some  moments  longer  before 
deciding  to  get  off  before  he  did  (so 
to  speak).  He  followed  me.  terror 
struck  my  very  soul,  he  escaped.  1 
called  the  police  and  that  was  that. 
Unforninately,  the  whole  adventure 
has  had  serious  repercussions  and 
now  whenever  I  close  my  eyes  I 
have  visions  of  erect  willies.  Not  so 
different  in  form  than  the  ones  I  used 
10  havc,+  but  different  in  what  one 
might  call  approach.  I  have 
undoubtedly  been  scarred  for  life 
from  the  encounter  but  will 
hopefully  recover  sufficiently  over 
the  coming  month  10  be  able  10 
experience  new  adventures  and  thus 
continue  my  column. 


The  Innis  Writing  Lab 

offers  Innis  students  free  help 
with  any  written  work 
assigned  for  any  course. 
(Other  students  can  come  to  us 
with  work  assigned  for  INI  courses.) 

For  more  information 
drop  by  Room  314. 
For  an  appointment 
drop  by  or  phone  978-4871. 

Men.,  Wed.,  Thurs.  9-5 
Tue.  9-1,  FrLl-5 


Xenophon  and  Og 


A  column  iddrcMlng  (lie 
metipbyslcil,  ptiyslcat  and  Jast 
plalD  absurd. 

X;  Hello,  and  welcome  back.  We're 
glad  to  be  here. 

O:  We've  bofli  enjoyed  our  holidays, 
the  endless  periods  of  pastoral 
silence  and  tiie  sc^es  of  sylvan 
beauty  thai  we  encountered  in  our 
meanderings  through  the  hinterland 
of  an  as  yet  unnamed  country,  but 
our  brains  are  turning  to  mush. 
X:  Sepia-coloured  mush,  to  be 
precise,  with  the  consistency  of 
porridge.  Funhennore,  succumbing 
to  the  capitalist  prerogative,  we 
decided  to  come  back  to  this  not  so 
well-paid  Job. 

O:  At  any  rate,  let's  leave  aside 
these  puerile  attempts  at  a 
characterization  of  our  fictional 
selves  and  get  to  the  matter  at  hand. 
Enough  of  this  silly  introduction. 
X:  I  actually  liked  it,  but  opinions  do 
seem  to  differ  around  here.  The  first 
question  for  the  mondi  (or  months, 
as  the  case  may  be)  is  from  Jenny 
Friedland.  She  asks  "What,  for  me, 
is  the  good  or  the  just  life?" 
O:  I  think  Til  will  first  of  all  say  the 
requisite  'That's  a  tough  one 
Jenny."  But  we've  got  some  specific 
ideas  on  the  matter. 
X:  Like  lay  off  killing  the  aliens. 
Playing  "Aikanoids"  is  immoral. 
O:  Also,  we  hear  that  operating 
movie  projectors  is  a  health  hazard. 
Three  projectionists  in  the  U.S.  were 
lynched  by  audiences  seeing  Rambo 
when  the  fdm  was  burnt  through. 
Apparently  the  projectionists  were 
palmed  red  and  hung  on  the 
remaining  celluloid  while  the 
audience  members  chanted  "Vesih  to 
the  communist  conspiracy!" 
X:  Also,  a  Toronto  jTojcctionist  was 
recently  taken  to  a  mental  insmtion 
after  seeing  Under  a  Cherry  Moon 
for  the  50th  time;  the  projectionist 
began  confusing  eveiVbody  with 
Prmce  and  became  homicidal. 
0:  But  enough  of  this  specific 
advice;  we  sense  a  larger  question 
lurking  beneath  t'je  apparently 
innocem  surfa^:. 

X:  We  ourselves  differ  on  the 
meaning  of  "good"  in  ycm  questian; 
I  believe  the  good  life  is  one  in 
which  the  least  harm  is  done  to 
others  by  me,  in  whicli  the  worid  is 
beautified  and  treated  'with  rcspea  by 
me- 

0:  my  heart  bleeds- 
X:  -in  which  ths  general  conditloo 
of  life  is  improved  and  in  lyhidi  the 
condition  of  Being  is  raised  to  a 


superior  plane.  This  is  the  "good" 
for  me.  Og,  on  the  other  hand, 
roughly  speaking,  equates  "good" 
with  "fim  .  To  speak  in  broad  terms, 
my  idea  of  the  good  life  is  a 
prelapsarian  paradise,  while  Og's  a 
about  as  far  mto  the  post-fall  abyss 
as  one  can  get  with  out  collapsing 
into  a  state  of  utter  corruption.  So 
even  between  the  two  of  us,  there  is 
a  wide  difference  in  our  conceptions 
of  the  good  life. 

O:  Thats  right,  Og;  one  person's 
good  is  another  person's  ennui. 
Whereas  I  believe  in  any  [diilosoriiy 
which  includes  the  proposition  "The 
more  fun  the  better";  Xenophon 
achieves  jouissance  by 
contemplating  flowers,  and  reading 
books  without  narratives.  Need  I  say 
more?  Transcendental  jello  is  not  a 
condition  1  aspire  too. 
X:  As  to  a  just  life,  we'd  like  to  see 
some  changes  around  here.  Vi  e  want 
equal  pay  for  equal  value,  a  coffee 
machine,  better  chairs,  and  a 
secretary.  We  both  hate  typing.  In 
faa  Og  is  lucky  that  be  inherited 
opposable  thumbs  from  his 
grandfather,  otherwise  he's  have  to 
bit  the  spacebar  with  his  broad, 
forward  sloping  forehead,  which  is  a 
relic  qS  his  primitive  inheritance. 
O:  Yes,  in  my  grandfather's  day  we 
had  to  go  out  and  kill  our  mastodon; 
no  sapermarkets-  and  none  of  this 
central  beating  business.  I  led  a 
tragic  childhood... 
X:  But,  as  our  readers  know,  the 
purpose  of  this  colunm  is  not  to 
recount  the  ignominies  of  our  past, 
but  to  answer  yoor  questions.  Our 
next  question  is  "Why  do  I  have 
acne  on  my  back?" 
O:  We  think  it  is  aj^iropriate  at  this 
point  to  remind  oar  readen  that  we 
are  inela-[diysidans,  ixH  {diysicians. 
X:  Bui,  on  the  other  band,  the 
question  teems  rather  easy  to 
answer.  Acne  is  pervasive,  invasive 
end  generally  speaking  evil,  as 


anybody  will  agree.  And  as 
everybody  knows,  evil  knows  no 
bounds.  So  why  shouldn't  you  have 
acne  on  your  ba:k? 
O:  Yes,  it's  not  as  if  the  bacteria  that 
cause  acne  know  what  a  back  is 
anyways,  or  why  it's  oddly 
inappropriate  to  form  zits  there. 
X;  And  if  they  did  know  what  a  back 
was  they'd  have  to  have  a  language 
to  deal  with  the  concept,  and 
language  brings  other  problems- 
social  unrest,  breakdowns  in 
communcation  which  lead  to  war, 
etc. 

O:  And  since  no  reputable  biologist 
would  admit  that  acne  bacteria  have 
social  problems,  it  is  obvious  that 
they  don't  know  what  backs  are.  So 
acne  on  your  back  is  completely  due 
to  chance,  and  is  not  explicable  in 
terms  of  any  type  of  conspiracy 
whatsoever.  So  1  wouldn't  worry 
about  it  if  I  were  you. 
X:  Our  next  question  is  very  deep: 
"Why  the  leafs?" 

O:  First  of  all,  we'd  like  to  point  out 
that  should  be  "leaves",  not  "leafs". 
X:  The  answer  to  this  question  is 
simple,  and  once  again  rests  on  that 
ever  present  profit  motive.  Leaves 
are  the  subject  of  an  estimated  25% 
of  all  poetrj";  falling  off  trees  in  the 
dead  of  night,  being  trampled 
underfoot,  turning  odd  shades  of  red 
at  precisely  the  wrong  moment, 
leaves  are  ever  involvt^  with  our 
deepest  poetic  feelings.  And  since 
there  are  some  people  who  make  a 
killing  in  poetry  sales  each  year,  a 
removal  of  this  foliage  finery  would 
repress  this  market 
X:  Further,  the  falling  of  leaves  m 
anmmn,  with  the  subsequent  baring 
of  trees,  causes  as  to  reflect  on  our 
own  monality.  This  makes  us  check 
up  on  our  funei^  arrangmenis, 
coffin  models,  hearse  bookings  etc. 
O:  And  leaves  represent  a  source  of 
income  for  those  who  rake  them  up. 
We  think  that  the  cause  of  leaves, 
simply  put,  is  poets,  morticians,  and 
gardenen.  in  an  active  plot  to  keq) 
themselves  en^loyed. 
X:  "Is  ccH'duroy  a  viable  fashicm 
altemanve?" 

O:  Well  historically  speaking, 
"cOTduroy"  derives  froin  the  Prench 
"Cords  du  roy",  which  means 
"direads  of  the  King." 
X:  Thus,  if 'you're  the  King  of 
Frauce,  by  all  means  wear  it.  But 
Benrand  Ritssell  had  lou  of 
problems  with  the  King  cf  France  as 
a  compound  concept,  and  wasn't 
known  for  wearing  conJoioy  either. 
So  it  all  depends  on  who  yoa  are. 


O;  On  the  other  hand,  if  by  corduroy 
you  mean  the  type  of  road  which  is 
formed  by  embedding  logs  in  the 
road  bed,  transversely  to  the 
direction  of  the  road,  we'd  disagree 
with  you. 

X:  Embedding  logs  in  your  body 
would  be  very  paiiSiil;  and  we  don't 
know  which  direction  you'd 
consider  transverse  when  trying  to 
do  this. 

O:  As  a  further  disclaimer,  we'd  like 
to  say  that  corduroy  should  not  be 
used  for  pillows-  it  leaves  you  with 
funny  marks  on  your  head. 
X:  Our  next  one  Is  classic;  I  first 
beard  it  back  m  my  days  at  the 
sympositun-  some  guy  was  going  on 
and  on  and  on  about  the  predion 
of  geometric  shapes,  math  and 
science  and  the  faa  that  every  Idea 
we  have  is  a  shoddy  imitation  of 
something  that  was  somewhere  else. 
I  wasn't  quite  getting  it  and  was 
begirming  to  doze,  when  this  loon  in 
the  back  row  gets  up,  tears  off  his 
toga  and  shouts  "What  about  art?" 
O:  Weeeell,  he  left  Dal  yon  see,  and 
then  he  went  to  Victoria,  because 
there,  you  know- 

X:  But  seriously,  what  about  art? 
We  should  first  of  all  note  that  the 
three  letters  appear  in  asceiiding 
alphabetical  ordor,  an  appearance  <^ 
perfection  which  I  shall  soon  shatter. 
The  first  letter  of  .die  word  is  die  first 
of  the  alphabet,  a  facade  which 
suggests  innocence,  but  which  is  in 
fact  mdicative  of  the  primal  chaos  of 
an.  "R"  is  die  18th  leuer  of  the 
alphabet,  and  T"  the  20th.  If  we 
and  these  numbers,  1.18,  and  20, 
we  obtain  39,  an  odd  ^id  therefore 
imperfect  immber,  wbose  factors  are 
3  md  13-  three  times  the  number  of 
bad  ludc  And  9  is  3  times  3  times  3- 
333;  if  we  multiply  this  by  the 
number  of  ctmstmams  in  the  word 
we  obtain  666;  and  we  all  know 
what  tiiat  meam-  Erik  Estradal 
Further,  if  we  itiven  flie  immber  39 


we  get  63.  Add  63  and  39  together 
and  102  is  obtained-  add  the  second 
di  git  of  39  and  we  get  111,  multiply 
by  the  first  digit  of  63  and  once 
again  666.  Lf  that  weren't  enough, 
39=6x6+3;  rewriting  this  as  663  and 
allowing  for  reasonable  mathematical 
error  on  the  side  of  evil,  we  once 
again  have  a  clear  indication  of 
malignant  forces.  So  an  is  bad  new, 
stay  away  from  it,  it  will  destroy 
your  capacity  for  rational  thought 
and  grow  hair  on  you  palms-  as  for 
an  involving  Erik  Estrada-  I  don't 
think  we  need  to  say  more. 
0:"Can  someone  wiUi  a  middle  class 
upbringing  run  a  projector?" 
X:  No,  obviously  not.  Members  of 
the  bourgeoisie  have  no  natural 
talents  for  the  use  of  machinery, 
whereas  the  lower  class  have  it  m 
tiicir  blood-  it  grows  in  them  and 
lends  them  a  natural  uncomipted 
simplicity  and  strength  which  has 
been  leached  out  of  the  minds  and 
bodies  of  Uic  decadem  middle  class. 
O:  Which  is  why  the  lower  classes 
should  revolt-  no  lower  class,  no 
movies,  no  T.V.  shows,  no  hot  air 
popcorn  poppers,  no  pizza  delivery. 
The  middle  class  will  collapse  in  a 
stale  of  boredom  and  helplessness  in 
matter  of  days. 

X:  It's  simple:  people  with  a  middle 
class  upbring  should  not  become 
projectionists-  when  faced  with  an 
unforeseen  technical  diSicnlty  they 
may  lapse  into  a  mindless  panic. 
O:  "Is  there  eternal  recunance  of  Uie 
Same?" 

X:  Only  on  Sundays.  Or  in  a  broader 
sense,  only  in  the  twentieth  cenniry. 
I  mean,  look  at  the  food  downstairs. 
Lasagna,  chili,  chili,  lasagna. 
lasagna-chili,  chili-lasagna, 
la^gnfl  liwflgna  l3<qgTTq- 
O:  Yes  well,  it  looks  like  there  is. 
And  there's  no  way  to  gel  out  of  it 
except  dirough  an  or  poetry  about 
leaves  falling  into  prelapsarian 
abysses,  but  both  of  these  avenues 
seem  to  be  founded  on  misconstrued 
bases  and  lead  u>  the  eschewing  of 
hegemony  and  cult  sacrifices  to  the 
devdl- 

X:  Or  mindless  nonsensical  rhetoric. 
O:  Our  last  question  is  "What  about 
codeine,  i.e.  T3's  etc.?" 
X:  Well,  yes,  that  seems  to  be  a 
viable  alternative.  But  where  would 
they  get  you?  Knowhere.  We  mast 
despair.  'That  is  the  twentieth  century 
condition.  As  we  have  shown, 
poetry  and  an  are  not  valid 
responses.  AslcPsil.  And  ask  Jomy 
for  her  egg  joke. 


ARTS 


Short  Story  Contest  Winner 

Rowing  To  Byzantium 


"Dead  Weeds  of  Viduity": 
Bucketts     o'  Beckett 


Well,  we've  got  to  admit,  we 
didn't  get  an  overwhelming  response 
to  our  short  story  contest.  None 
were  short  enough  to  qualify  for  the 
Short-short  story  category  .  The 
foUwing  story  was  the  best  the 
bizarre  and  byzantine  ones,  and  is 
presented  here,  uruibridged,  for  your 
delectation.  If  the  author  is  around 
Innis  at  all,  he  con  accost  the  editor 
and  gel  his  prize,  which  will  be  a 
twenty  dollar  gift  ceritficate  at  the 
Bob  Milter  Book  Room. 

w  e  were  ihe  edge  of  ash 
glowing  in  the  d^lcness.  With  each 
puU  of  ihe  oars  we  nearod  ihe  yellow 
decay  that  was  Byzanlium. 

I  rowed  and  she  waiched  In  ihis 
far  away,  dark  sea.  She  was 
watching  ihc  muscles  grow  and 
define  on  my  shoulders.  I  thought 
of  the  growing  number  of  pulls  I  had 
made,  like  long  footsteps. 

The  sea  with  no  stars  in  it  was  like 
some  obsidian  desert.  She  brought 
out  the  name  tags  which  said  "free 
thinker"  and  "cnjoyer  of  the  happy 
life".  She  then  leaned  forward  and  a 
gloved  hand  reached  towards  my 
shoulder.  I  felt  ashamed  because  I 
had  not  bathed.  I  increased  the  pace, 
placing  me  downwind  from  her 
nose.  She  touched  my  shoulder  and 
I  stopped.  Without  a  noise. 

I  saw  the  wind  gather  in  the 
darkness  above  --  a  lion  into  a  ruiL 
It  swirled  down  and  fell  like 
waterfalls  until  it  curved  sharply 
above  her  head  and  inverted  her 


salmon-pink  parasol.  Her  hair  was 
messed  slightly  (like  Norma  Rae) 
and  she  let  the  parasol  go,  handle 
down  it  floated  away,  like  a  pink 
water  lily. 

The  boat  began  talcing  in  the  black 
water,  so  we  seemed  to  be  gliding 
down  a  slipway  into  the  sea. 

We  stood,  like  melodrama,  and 
she  embraced  me  just  as  our 
shoulders  were  covered  with  water. 
I  could  not  sec  her  face,  felt  her  head 
lying  against  ray  neck  --  as  if  she 
could  actually  look  into  the  distance 
behind  me.  I  opened  my  mouth. 

I  thought  not  to  unroll  my  cuffs  as 
we  entered  the  casbah.  A  tree  beside 
the  white  stucco  had  a  sign  hanging 
from  its  biggest  branch  proclaiming: 
this  is  where  the  man  who  invented 
the  human  heart  was  hanged. 

A  trim  waiter  with  a  trim 
moustache  and  a  dark  tan  took  our 
hands  and  led  us  to  the  centre  table 
inside.  The  sound  was  like  a 
murmuring.  All  the  fat  puppet  men 
in  touts  —  murmurmurmurmurmur- 
murmurmurmurmurmur  --  their  lips 
up  and  down  in  quick  little 
movements.  This  (needless  to  say) 
made  me  a  bit  nervous. 

My  palms  itch  when  I  am  nervous 
and  I  have  to  piss  real  bad.  I 
tightened  my  bladder  and  pushed  my 
knees  together  and  she  touched  me 
with  a  cold,  wet  hand.  Rubbing  and 
rubbing  my  forearm  and  then 
snaking  up  it  like  a  spider  who  has 
to  piss  real  bad.  She  slipped  her  deft 


band  into  my  cotton  shin  and 
swilled  and  snaked  the  thing  around 
my  chest.  My  anxiety  grew 
(needless  to  say).  It  felt  like  the 
spider  was  loving  my  chest  and 
laying  eggs. 

I  saw  the  wind  gather  again,  just 
under  the  propeller  fan.  It  really 
took  speed  from  across  the  room. 
This  frantic  thing  on  my  chest.  The 
wind  hit  me  full  in  the  mouth  -  I 
recalled  being  strapped  to  the  front 
of  a  subway  in  hurtling  darkness. 
The  thought  of  cnhaling  was 
impossible  as  her  hand  quickened  its 
gooseflesh  dance. 

I  arched  back  my  back  and  her 
hand  like  some  Philipino  faith-healer 
was  in.  Into  my  cavity,  groping  for 
an  organ,  any  organ. 

Finally,  thca  I  realized  Dunelh 

"Would  we  mm  from  each  other 
with  a  cry  of  emptiness  and  disgust? 
i  realized  then  the  truth  about  all 
love:  that  it  is  an  absolute  which 
takes  all  or  forfeits  all.  The  other 
feelings,  compassion,  tenderness 
and  so  on,  exist  only  in  the 
periphery  and  belong  to  the 
constructions  os  society  and  habit. 
But  she  herself  --  austere  and 
merciless  Aphrodite  ~  is  a  pagan.  It 
is  not  our  brains  or  instincts  which 
she  picks  -  but  our  very  bones." 

juklo  kogltn 


The  Id  That  Ate  New  York 


Chris  Thlc9«nhiusen 

"Thai's  the  sound  of  the  men 
Working  on  the  Brain  gang" 
-with  apologies  to  Sa^  Cooke 

This  past  holiday  season  I  worked 
on  a  low-budget  shlock  horror 
feamre  in  the  Roger  Corman  vein 
entitled  The  Brain..  Written  by  and 
starring  Canadian  talent-  and  shot  in 
and  around  Toronto  -  the  film  is 
nonetheless  set  in  a  typical  American 
Wonder-Bread™*  suburb 
(Meadowvale,  N.Y.). 

The  Brain  is  about  a  mad  scientist 
(Dr.  Blake)  who  plans  lo  dominate 
the  world  by  usin  an  overgrown  and 
disembodied  brain  with  both  jaws 
and  telepsychic  powers  (see  photo). 
Dr.  Blake  is  thwarted  by  a  teenager 
(Jim)  who  is  able  to  resist  the  brain, 
although  the  ending  is  ambiguous  to 
permit  a  sequel  (Son  of  The  Brain 
1).  ' 

If  you're  wondering  what  I  did  .. 
well.,  er  ..  ah  ..  Tm  the  guy  inside 
the  brain  at  the  controls,  eating 
various  citizens  ctf  Meadowvale  until 
I  get  zapped.  Fine  bit  acting,  if 
like  me,  you  have  no  artii'dc  integrity 
and  lack  principles. 

The  dumbest  thing  I  did  was 
volunteer  to  help  Ihe  grips  build  a 
scaffold  tower.  I  found  out  the  hard 
way  that  1  have  an  intense  fear  of 
heights,  although  I  dofy  anyone  to 
climb  to  Ihe  top  of  a  fifty-foot  tower 
that  iways  a  foot  at  ih:  top  and  not 
be  a  might  petrified. 

The  most  charming  location  we 
shot  at  (and  a  commem  one  for 
Toronto  ;«oducUara)  tm  our  main 
studio,  the  old  C0'£  plant  on 
Dupont.  It's  rather  nice  as 
warehouses  go.  aMe  from  the 
PCB's  and  asbestc*  coniaminatian. 
We  had  the  dubioni  ptetnire  til  t 
flat-raie  37-hour  last  day  of 
production  there,  relieved  only  by 


the  doughnut  contest  in  the 
snow-niled  parking  lot  with  the 
production  Lincoln. 
Und  zo,  B-movie  fans,  when  you 


see  this  gem  of  a  film,  an  homage  to 
the  worst  of  fifiiies  sci-fi,  think  of 
me  when  the  brain  rushes  at  you, 
and  smile. 


Keith  Dtnnlni 

The  Graduate  Drama  Centre  at  U 
of  T  has  been  the  subject  of  much 
criticism  lately  for  mediocre  dramaUc 
productions.  The  "Festival  of 
Beckett"  going  on  right  now  at  the 
Robert  Gill  Theatre  should  change 
Ihis  altitude. 

The  "Festival"  consists  of  two  sets 
of  Bcckcti  plays;  Come  and  Go, 
Footfalls,  and  Krapp  s  Last  Tape 
make  up  the  first  program,  and 
Endgame  is  on  the  second  program. 
1  saw  the  first  program,  and  was 
very  impressed  by  what  1  saw. 

Come  and  Go  is  subtitled  "a 
dramaiicule":  it  is  a  very  short  play, 
with  only  two-and-a-half  pages  of 
script.  Three  women  with  identical 
costumes  (except  for  colour)  sit  on  a 
bench  just  wide  enough  to 
accomodate  them.  Only  the  bench  is 
lit,  very  dimly  from  above.  "The 
action  consists  of  each  of  the  three 
women  leaving  in  turn,  and  the 
remaining  two  whispering  secrets 
while  the  one  is  absent.  The  play 
closes  with  the  three  women 
iriterlocking  hands  in  a  complex, 
binding,  restrictive  way.  This  is  one 
of  my  favourite  works  by  Beckett, 
and  I  very  much  enjoyed  this 
production  of  it. 

Footfalls  VI2S  the  second  work  on 
the  program.  There  are  two 
characters:  May,  a  woman  of  fony. 
with  a  hunched  back  and  raggedly 
cloaked  head,  who  spends  the  entire 
play  walking  back  and  forth  along 
one  strip  of  dimly-illuminated  stage; 
and  the  Voice  (of  her  mother, 
presumably).  The  play  is  in  three 
short  acts:  act  one  is  a  dialogue 
between  May  and  the  Voice;  act  two 
is  essentially  a  monologue  of  the 
voice,  and  act  three  is  a  monologue 
of  May.  The  most  interesting 
technique  used  during  the  play 
occurs  during  the  monologue,  in 
which  the  speaker  retells  a  play- 
within-the-play:  "Mother:  What  do 
you  mean 'to  pit  it  mildly?'  Amy:  I 
mean  that  lo  say  I  observed  nothing 
odd  was  to  put  it  mildly,  as  1 


observed  nothing  at  all."  This 
permits  a  glimpse  back  into  die  past 
of  this  relationship  of  mother  and 
daughter,  but  the  "it",  the  disaster 
which  befell  the  household,  and  left 
May  an  arthritic  spinster  (played 
with  a  pcrfecUy-exccutcd  voice  of 
weary  contempt)  caring  for  her 
bed-ridden,  aged  motiier,  is  only 
alluded  to,  and  never  actually 
explained,  a  technique  Beckett  uses 
to  universalise  the  fairly  specific 
situations  he  portrays  on  stage. 

The  feature  of  the  evening  is  the 
extended  monologue  Krapp's  Last 
Tape,  which  portrays  the  hopeless 
self-contemptuous  pride  of  an  old 
man  listening  to  himself  speak  on  a 
tape  from  some  thirty  years 
previous.  Jim  Feather,  who  played 
Krapp.  gave  a  wonderful  portrayal 
of  this  difficult  character:  old, 
wizened,  eccentric  and  extinguished, 
and  also  played  the  younger  Krapp, 
on  tape,  very  well.  The  otiier 
notable  thing  about  this  particular 
production  is  the  set  design,  which 
is  a  departure  from  the  script  iliat 
should  be  congratulated,  'the  set 
here  included  a  staircase  going  from 
the  stage  to  ihc  catwalk  not  called  for 
in  the  script,  which  created  a  sort  of 
menial  landscape.  Krapp  begins  the 
play  by  descending  the  darkened 
staircase,  from  the  everyday  life  of 
consciousness  to  the  depths  of 
memory  and  painful  nostalgia. 
Every  once  in  a  while,  his  bowel 
condition  ct  otiicr  complaiiu  requires 
him  to  go  up  Uie  stairs,  back  into  the 
drab  everyday  existence  of  bcin^  in 
pain  and  havuig  to  take  medication, 
only  to  end  the  play  with  a  final 
return  lo  the  depths,  where  he 
remains. 

Beckett's  drama  is  very,  at  best, 
difficult  to  perform  convincingly. 
Applause  as  enthusiastic  as  that 
which  Ihe  audience  gave  on  Ihe  night 
I  attended  is  well-earned  praise  for 
any  troupe  performing  his  stage 
works,  specially  three  works  as 
sparse  and  difficult  as  these. 


Who's  Sorry  Now 


Rick  Ctmpbtll 

I  know  what  I  said.  I  take  il  back. 
My  editor  appropriately  titled  ray 
article  last  issue,  "Dump  on 
Theau«."  I  won't  recap  what  1  said, 
but  a  couple  of  recent  events  have 
considerably  brightened  my 
somewhat  sour  attitude  about  Uie 
union  of  Toronto  Free  Theati-e  and 
CentreSuge.  Their  two  ctirreni 
productions,  George  Walker's 
Nothing  Sacred  and  David 
Williamson's  Emerald  City  are 
stunning  (wow-Ed.)  Particularly 
noteworthy  is  Walker's  adaptation  of 
Turgenev's  Fathers  and  Sons  . 
Whfle  it  may  be  a  brilliant  rtcreanon 
of  Oickhovian  drama,  it  is  also  filled 
witii  Walker's  anarchic  spirit.  Most 
of  Uie  performances  sparkle,  and 
despite  the  mixnire  of  acting  styles 
(method  meets  mannered  lechniquc), 
the  whole  is  a  delight.  I  have  only 
one  complaint.  I  have  yet  lo  see  a 
production  of  this  sort  in  Toronto 
that  contains  the  true  spirit  of 


ensemble  work.  Too  often  the  actors 
seemed  to  be  competing  with  one 
another,  rather  than  working 
together.  I  was  most  impressed  with 
veteran  David  Fox's  performance  as 
a  loving  yet  confused  older  victim  of 
the  generation  gap.  His  quiet  scene 
with  Richard  ^^onetle  as  they  sadly 
ponder  being  caught  in  the  tumult  of 
change  was  a  marvel  of  stUlness. 

The  other  play,  about  modem 
Sydney,  Australia,  stars  the 
ubiquitous  R.H.  Thompson  and 
Graeme  Campbell  in  a  get  rich  quick 
satire. 

My  worry  about  teeth'n'tits 
musicals  and  ploddingly  directed 
U'agedies  was  ill-founded.  Also 
worth  a  look  in  my  bumbled  opinion 
is  Martha  Ross's  The  Porch  People 
at  the  Poor  Alex.  Mosi  of  these 
people  wcr*  recenUy  involved  in  die 
wonderful  The  Green  Bird.  And 
yes!  This  is  a  retraction. 


AIRITIS 


Penderecki  Concert  Review,  At  Long  Last 


KciUi  Dtnnliig 

(Apologetic  prrfact:  Iheconctrl 
reviewed  here  was  actually  held  in 
mid-November,  but  due  to  the  fact 
that  the  November  issue  of  the  Innis 
Herald  had  nearly  gone  to  press  at 
concert-time,  this  review  wasn't 
included.  It  appears  here  now,  for 
whoever  may  still  remember  this 
concert  ever  look  place.) 

Krzyszlof  Penderecki  is  one  of 
the  few  composers  today  who 
actually  earns  a  living  through  his 
compositions.  In  fact,  he  has  a 
comfortably  sizable  income,  If  you 
saw  him  conduct  a  selcctlcr  from  his 
works  in  one  of  the  New  Music 
concerts  in  November,  you  know 
why  he  is  such  a  popular  and 
successful  composer. 

Penderecki  s  fame  began  in  the 
late  l9S0's  after  winning  a 
prestigious  competition  in  his  native 
Poland.  The  concert  opened, 
suitably  enough,  with  two  works 
dating  from  that  period  (I9S9)  , 
Three  Clarinet  Miniatures  and 
Strophen,  one  of  his  competition- 
winning  works. 

Three  Clarinet  Miniatures 
consists  of  three  short  movements 
(Allegro,  Andante  cantabile.  Allegro 
ma  non  troppo)  for  clarinet  and 
piano.  The  allegro  is  lively,  spirited 
and  humourous,  and  here  it  was 


especially  enjoyable  to  watch  the 
performers,  who  were  as  caught  up 
with  the  music  as  the  audience  was. 
The  second  movement  Is  brooding, 
mysterious  and  pensive,  frequently 
setting  the  clarinet  a  semitone  away 
from  the  piano  chords  to  create  an 
eerie  tension.  The  third  movement, 
by  conu'ast,  is  crisp,  precise,  and 
driving,  with  an  almost  military 
rhythmic  fervour  that  carries  the 
listener  and  sends  him  careening, 
sans  brakes,  into  the  closing  bar. 
The  piece,  overall,  is  composed  with 
a  technique  rcminisceni  of 
SchOnberg's  earlier  works,  but  the 
sentiment,  emotional  and  romantic, 
Is  Penderecki's  own  style,  one  he 
exploited  in  many  of  his  later  works. 

Strophen  Is  a  very  sparsely 
written  work,  scored  for  soprano, 
narrator,  piano,  flute,  harp,  solo 
.■strings,  and  a  wide  array  of 
percusbion  insiruments,  Including 
xylophone,  cymbals,  and  gongs. 
The  text  of  the  work  is  taken  from 
the  Bible,  from  Sophocles. 
Mcnandcr  and  Omar  Khayyam,  In 
this  piece  Penderecki  makes  use  of 
many  unusual  musical  techniques: 
Sprechstimme  for  the  soprano, 
fluilcnonguing  for  the  flute,  suiking 
the  cymbals  with  the  fingers  instead 
of  mallels.and,  most  conspicuously. 
Penderecki  has  the  pianist  prepaic  . 


his  piano  as  he  is  playing,  su  that  we 
see  the  piaiisl  occasionally  reach 
inside  the  piano  and  jam  a  piece  of 
rubber  or  other  material  between 
certain  strings,  and  remove  them 
later.  Many  contemporary  musicians 
go  out  of  their  wiy  to  use  these 
unusual  techniques,  and  often  they 
seem  lo  be  like  children  with  new 
toys  because  of  it,  but  in  Strophen, 
there  Is  no  sense  of  this  sort  of 
extravagance  for  its  own  sake. 
Penderecki  uses  these  techniques 
where  he  deems  them  necessary,  and 
never  uses  them  to  make  a  display  of 
"daring  modernity". 

The  Viola  Concerto  was 
composed  in  1983.  and  was  one  of 
the  last  works  that  Penderecki 
composed  in  a  romantic  vein,  he 
says.  Its  four  movements  run  in  one 
continuum,  adding  to  the  sense  of 
overpowering  meviiability  that  the 
piece  has,  the  sense  that  each  bar  is 
only  a  prelude,  an  anticipation  of  a 
greater  moment,  more  impassioned 
and  powerful  than  the  last.  The  solo 
viola  (played  in  this  case  by  Rivka 
Golani)  and  the  strings  carry  most  of 
the  weight  of  the  piece,  creating  a 
powerful  dramatic  tide  which  rises 
and  falls  throughout  the  piece, 
coloured  occasionally  by  a  relatively 
small  group  of  wind  instruments. 
One    technique    (which  very 


effectively  augmented  the  tension 
created  by  the  dynamics  of  the  piece) 
used  on  several  occasions  was  a 
'grand  cadenza',  during  which  all 
players  played  their  parts  without 
direction,  until  the  conductor  drew 
them  back  into  a  metered  passage  of 
ihe  music.  This  was  my  favourite 
work  on  the  program,  and  Impressed 
me  panicularilv  because  of  its 
departure  from  the  cold  abstraction 
that  characterizes  much  atonal 
composiion:  the  Viola  Concerto 
serves  as  an  excellent  example  of  the 
possibilities  of  atonal  music  in  the 
romantic  addition. 

The  Siring  Quartet  #2  (1968) 
was  another  lour-dc-force  of  unusual 
playing  techniques,  including 
harmonics,  massive  glissandos,  ana 
the  final  note,  played  by  the  cello,  on 
which  the  cellist  was  instructed  lo 
loosen  the  string  as  he  played  it. 
This,  like  the  Viola  Concerto, 
contained  several  passages  of 
unmcicrcd  playing,  and  was  also 
romantic  in  character,  although  more 
absu^ct  than  the  Concerto. 

Partita  (1971),  along  with 
Strophen  .  was  perhaps  the  work 
with  the  su-angesi  orchestration  of 
the  entire  evening:  harp, 
harpsichord,  celesta,  electric  guitar 
and  electric  bass,  and  solo 
contrabass.  The  piece  opens  with  a 


single  pulsating  tone,  which 
gradually  evolves  into  a  series  of 
repealed  discords  reminiscent  of  The 
Rite  of  Spring  It  continues  through 
a  number  of  motifs  and  themes, 
including  one  conspicuous  rhythmic 
motif  which  goes  through  all  of  the 
instruments.  A  repeated  series  of 
stacallo  or  pizzicato  notes  is  played, 
following  the  pattern:  several  quarter 
notes,  followed  by  eighth  notes, 
followed  by  sixteenth  notes.  This 
pattern,  followed  freely  by  several 
uisirumcnis  m  once,  creates  a  strange 
rhythmic  counterpoint  which  ends 
with  a  return  to  Ihe  single  pulsating 
lone  with  which  the  piece  opened. 

So:  Penderecki  is  good.  Ooout 
and  buy  a  Penderecki  album.  Any 
Penderecki  album.  I  went  to  Sam's 
a  few  weeks  ago.  and  noticed  tlut 
while  they  have  ai  least  twenty-three 
versions  of  Handel's  Messiah 
among  some  two  hundred  discs 
devoted  lo  the  old  master,  there  was 
only  one  single  record  under  the 
heading  of  Penderecki.  Moral  of  the 
slory:  when  you  see  a  recording  of 
good  new  music,  buy  It.  because 
there  just  ain't  loo  many  of  them  out 
there.  Belter  yet,  go  to  some  new 
music  concerts.  After  all,  there  are 
only  so  many  different  ways  of 
doing  Beethoven's  Fifth. 


Brakhage:  Seeing  With  His  Eyes 


Jim  ShcddcB 

'Any  fool  can  see  for  himself."  Like 
they  say  -  (Brakhage) 

Brakhage  is  coming. 

To  my  mind,  Brakhage  is  the  most 
important  filmmaker.  "Most 
important"  because  of  the  intensity 
and  consistency  of  his  nims  and 
writings.  While  not  always  regarded 
as  one  of  the  Old  Masters  of  the 
cinema  (as  are  Renoir,  Eisensiein, 
Antonioni  and  Wells),  he  certainly 
has  his  defenders  in  the  critical 
world.  Canadian  filmmaker  Bruce 
Elder,  who  sparked  my  initial 
enthusiasm  for  Brakhage,  claims  that 
"Brukhage...  presented  us  with  the 
most  incisive  survey  of 
consciousness  in  the  entire  history  of 
Western  art."  American  fibnmaker 
Jonas  Mekas,  the  Oodfather  of 
American  experimental  film,  stales 
emphatically  that  "Brakhage  is  one 
of  Ihe  four  or  five  most  authentic 
film  artists  working  in  cinema 
anywhere,  and  perhaps  the  most 
onginal  filmmaker  in  America 
today." 

What  makes  Brakhage  so 
important?  Possibly  it  is  that  aspect 
of  his  films  which  makes  ihem  so 
hard  lo  describe-  for  Brakhage's 
fibns  are  incredibly  hard  to  describe 
in  words.  This  is  because  the  aim  of 
Brakhage's  artistic  project  is  lo 
reawaken  yiiiijn.  The  very  act  of 
attempting  to  describe  a  film,  any 
film,  comes  after  ihe  fact  of  vision. 
Brakliage  tries  to  operate  on  an 
artistic  level  which  separates  vision 
from  a  system  of  description,  and 
preve  its  banal  comprehension.  In 
bis  ofi -quoted,  brilliant  manifesto. 
Metaphors  on  Vision  (1963)  he 
invites  us  lo  "Imagine  a  work)  alive 
with  incomprehensible  objects  and 
shimmering  vriih  an  endless  variety 
of  movement  and  innumerable 
graiJallons  of  colour.  Imagine  a 
wcrld  before  the  'beginning  was  the 
word'."  A  consequence  of  this 
approach  to  film  is  that  each  viewer 
most  have  a  different  objective 
response  lo  Brakhage's  fibns.  As 
Prtid  Camper  has  said:  'A  Brakhage 
film  addresses  that  which  is  ualijue, 
separate,  and  particular  in  every 
viewer,  through  ityllitic  and 
perceptual  devices  within  the  film 
which  directly  engage  the  viewer's 
entire  nervoni  system  in  iu 
appi  ehcnsioD." 


Brakhage  applies  his  project  to 
several  different  genres,  and  as  a 
result  there  is  a  set  of  stylistic 
trademarks  which  one  could  attribute 
to  a  "typical"  Brakhage  film. 
Although  all  of  Brakhage's  films 
participate  in  his  artistic  vision  (there 
are  few  anists  this  century  so 
uncompromising),  his  films  belong 
to  the  realms  of  drama  (especially 
Fauslfilm  ),  "trance  films"  (a  la 
Maya  Deren  -  especially  Reflections 
on  Black  and  On  the  Way  lo 
Shadow  Garden  ),  abstract 
expressionism  (in  particular  the 
handpainted  Dante  Quartet  and 
Mightmusic ),  documentary  (The  Act 
of  Seeing  With  One's  Own  Eyes, 
which  deals  with  autopsies),  and  so 
on.  These  genres  are  relatively 
useless  in  describing  his  work;  in 
fact,  Bralchage  himself  argues  that 
they  are  all  documentaries  since  they 
arc  documents  of  consciousness. 
This  is  not  to  be  understood  as  a 
"faithful"  capturing  of  some  prolific 
event  on  film  -  i.e.  "past  tense" 
movies  -  like  even  the  greatest 
"documentarists"  Leacock, 
Pennebaker,  et  al.  Brakhage 
documents  the  various  ways  of 
seeing:  dreams,  "hypnagogic  vision" 
(close-eye  vision),  daydreams, 
changes  in  focus  and  perspective. 
Intense  mood-induced  colours 
(seeing  red,  feeling  blue,  being 
green  with  envy)  —  not  just  the  way 
our  eyes  tee  in  every  day  situations. 
When  he  was  lecturing  at  Ryerson 
last  year  be  challenged  the  audience 
to  "^0  ahead,  move  your  head  and 
see  if  VQU  can  make  a  Hollywood 
pan",  adding  thai  we  actually  see  like 
a  Brakhage  film. 

Brakhage  is  extiaonlinarily  alhmed 
10  seeing.  Indeed  to  all  kinds  of 
sensing,  as  any  great  artist  ought  to 
be.  Consider  his  letter  to  the 
Principal  of  Myrenna's  (his 
daughter)  school  in  1966  after  the 
Principal  sent  Myreraia  home  with  a 
note  c(»iiplainlng  about  her  (xlour. 
Saddened,  Brakhage  replied  to  the 
Principal: 

"My  wife  and  I  both  cherish  the 
human  tenses..  The  sense  of  smell 
has  been  particularly  delightftil  to  us 
~  an  area  of  sensibility  rich  in 
surprises  to  the  searching  human 
precisely  because  if  has  suffered 
tnch  human  neglect,  has  been  to 
supretsed   in   most  people's 


upbringing.  As  a  result  of  opening 
our  nostrils,  so  to  speak,  we  have 
come  to  be  aware  of  the  £a£l ...  that 
human  beings,  and  indeed  every 
living  thing,  participates  in  the 
communication  with  others  very 
largely  thr\i  the  emitling  of  smells 
specific  to  individual  emotion.  My 
wife  and  I.  for  instance,  have 
Icamed  to  consciously  differentiate 
Ihe  smell  of  fear  (a  sour-  milk-&- 
bumt-fat-cffluvium)  from,  say  hate 
(somcwhate  like  moislencd-charcoal 
-  of-bumt-meai,  sometimes  coupled 
with  sea-weedly  sail). 

Recently  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
watching  Scenes  From  Under 
Childhood  perhaps  Brakhage's 
most  accomplished  film,  and 
certainly  an  exemplar  of  the  kind  of 
cinema  called  for  in  Metaphiors  on 
Vision..  The  film  opens  wilh  frames 
of  redness,  somewhat  like  a  deep 
suiJighl  being  seen  when  filtered 
through  a  closed  eyelid,  but  perhaps, 
as  Siiney  suggests,  it  is  "pre-natal" 
vision.  Slowly  an  image  of  a  baby 
comes  into  being  but  very 
indefinitely,  with  much  flickering, 
alternating  with  black  and  blue 
flames.  We  "see"  the  baby,  finally, 
playing  with  other  young  children 
(siblings?).  The  vision  is  never  an 
absolutely  clear.  Renaissance 
composition:  Instead,  Brakhage 
superimposes  images  on  lop  of  one 
another,  creating  bursts  of  bright 
colours—  he  uses  soft  focus, 
negative  dissolving,  and  all  ibe  while 
shoots  pans  of  bodies  exploding  into 
off-screen  space.  These  images 
pertain  to  the  child's  early 
consciousness  when  the  child  does 
not  differentiate  bodies  as  imlfied 
being  -  indeed  the  child  does  not 
atasohitely  differmtiaic  any  objects  in 
ihi<  state. 

The  imagery  in  the  film  progresses 
to  the  point  where  there  is  a 
Renaissance  perspective.  Fot  Sitney, 
then  (and  this  is  hardly  an 
idiosyncratic  interpretadon),  the  film 
traces  the  origins  of  "sense- 
cenaimy.'  This  is  an  ontogenetic 
ctarodlcle  —  since  the  film  iqipezrs  to 
chart  a  child's  coosdoosneffl  of  the 
world  coming  into  being,  and  is 
perhapi  an  autobiography  of 
Brakhage  -  but  it  alto^ylogeoetic 
thice  Btakbige  biddt  the  view  that, 
with  the  "nogiesi'  of  modernity, 
most  people,  ei  a  general  rule  hove 


forgotten  how  u>  see.  It  is  practically 
only  the  anists  —  twentieth  century 
sound  poets,  abstract  expressionists 
and.  well.  Brakhaglan  filmmaicrs  - 
who  transcend  this  gradual  visio-iary 
amnesia.  With  this  in  mind,  we  can 
understand  that  Brakhage  is  drawing 
a  connection  between  the  vision  of 
the  anist  and  the  vision  of  the  child- 
not  a  simple  parallel,  but  a 
suggestion  that  the  artist 
"dialeciically  regresses"  (a  term 
taken  from  Marcuse  -  a  little  bit  odd 
to  ure  him  to  discuss  Brakhage.  but 
what  Marcuse  has  in  mind  is  the 
avoidance  of  simple  mechanical 
regressions).  That  is,  he  returns  to 
the  Slate  of  childhood 
anamnestically.  as  if  in  an  intense 
daydream.  Scenes  is  largely 
composed  of  "a  set  of  saapbook 
pics  ...  seen  thru  heat  waves."  As  is 
the  case  with  daydreaming,  the  film 
is  not  ordered  in  any  chronological 
(or  indeed  any  logical)  manner. 
There  is  an  oscillation  back  and  forth 
in  time  and  back  in  forth  in  clarity. 
That  is  to  say,  the  images  move 
between  representation  and 
abtlraction.  The  ultimate 
accomplishment  (like  so  much  great 
Modem  art)  is  an  "impredictable 
formality"  (Brakhage's  desCTiption 
of  Marie  Menken's  "lines  in 
contradistinction  to  Norma 
McLaren's  willful,  "ego-centred" 
"means  to  an  end"  use  of 
abstraction). 

This  last  point  -  the  tension 
between  abstraction  and 
representation  -  is  crucial  to 
Brakhage's  greatness.  The 
photographic  image  in  his  films 
always  slides  so  easily  into 
abstraction.  Sitney  illustrates  this 
inl'ijtonary  Film  with  a  still  from 
Thigh,  Line,  Lyre,  Triangular  — 


showing  how  remarkably  similar  Its 
composition  is  to  an  Abstract 
Expressionist  painting,  and  I  think 
of  my  recem  experience  watching 
The  Act  Of  Seeing  With  One's 
Own  Eyes  ,  where  shols  of  internal 
body  organs  reminded  me  of 
Pollocks  and  Klines  (and 
Brakhage's  use  of  colour  often 
reminds  me  of  Rolhko).  The 
"aesthetic  experience"  for  both  the 
artist  and  the  audience  seems  u>  be 
one  of  no  longer  seeing  the 
use-value  of  an  objea  as  primary,  to 
appreciate  the  beauty  of  form, 
colour,  shape,  line  (i.e.  abstraction) 
even  in  an  object  ihai  obviously  doss 
have  use-value,  or  even  in  what  is 
obviously  a  "representation."  A 
small  child  either  fails  to  see  the 
object  as  definitely  differentiated 
(i.e.  in  our  usual  concrete  sense  of 
that  word)  or  is  able  to  shift  his  or 
her  consciousness  fieely.  A  child,  in 
other  words,  is  sliU  attentive  lo  ihe 
world,  can  see,  hear,  smell,  and 
lasie  Ihe  world. 

1  am  suggesting  that  we  are  not,  in 
most  cases,  attentive  to  the  world,  as 
we  are  tied  to  a  utilitarian  idea  of 
things,  our  experience  detennined  by 
a  synoptic  consciousness,  always 
describing,  conceptualizing, 
differentiaUng.  For  me,  Brakhage's 
film  is  extraoi^inarily  aiieniive  to  the 
world.  It  should  be  obvious,  by 
now,  that  this  extreme  opetmess 
makes  it  impossible  to  "describe" 
fitais  except  to  reiterate  Camper's 
comment  that  the  films  addresses 
what  is  "unique,  seperate,  and 
particular  in  every  viewer." 

(Brakhage  will  be  at  Ihe  Innis 
Town  Hall  with  new  and  old  work, 
in  16mm  atul  35mm,  on  Thursday, 
March  17,  at  7:00  pjn.) 


Essay  got  you  stuck? 

Don't  come  unglued. 

Come  to  the  Innis  Writing  Lab 
Room  314  978-4871 


AIRITIS 


George  Michael  Yuck 


The  Top  Ten  of  87:  Revelations 
of  Brilliance 


Faith 
George  MIcIuel 
Columbia  OCT  40867 

Let's  face  it,  it  doesn't  take 
tremendous  insight  to  trash  George 
Michael;  hell,  it's  fun.  His  songs 
have  never  been  musically  complex, 
and  a  five  year-old  could  explain  his 
lyrics  without  breaking  a  mental 
sweat.  Now  that  his  new  album. 
Faith,  is  rocketing  up  the  charts,  is 
it  time  for  the  faceless  hordes  of 
closet  Wham!  fans  (someone  must 
have  been  buying  all  those  records) 
to  step  out  into  the  bright  sunlight 
and  exclaim  proudly  "Wc  love  you 
Georgiel":  or,  will  the  hormonally 
imbalanced,  short,  ugly  kid  with  an 
errant  orail  of  spittle  hanging  out  of 
his  slack-jawed  smile  remain  the 
public's  conception  of  the  typical 
George  Michael  wannabe? 

Michael  is  a  role  player.  His 
earliest  North  American  exposure 
was  the  video  for  "Wake  Me  Up 
Before  You  Go  Go",  where  he 
played  the  part  of  a  sun-tanned, 
fun-loving  aerobics  insmictor.  on 
stage  during  a  lip-synch  competition. 
As  his  popularity,  and  fiscal 
solvency,  mcreased,  George  became 
more  world  weary,  somehow  pained 
by  his  success,  searching  for  tr\jc 
happiness  in  a  world  that  wanted 
him  only  as  a  pop  star. 

"Careless  Whispers"  showed  the 
world  just  such  a  man.  His  hands 
clutched  into  fists,  his  face  looking 
anguished  as  he  communicated  the 
ignominy  of  his  treatment  at  the 
hands  of  some  European  lartlci.  At 
this  point  did  we,  as  thinking 
beings,  sec  the  grand  joke  this  all 
was?  Did  we  as  cautious  consumers 
point  at  George,  smile  briefly  and 
dismiss  him  from  the  grand  stage  of 
pop  stardom?  No.  Wc  went 
ape-shii  for  it,  and  the  former 
Gcorgios  Kyriacos  Panayiotou  made 
an  unbelievable  load  of  money  at  our 
expense.  Gcorgie-boy  remarks  on 
his  financial  state  with  an  air  of 
hubris  that  would  make  King  Lear 
blush,  "For  the  size  group  that  wc 
were,  we  made  a  very  average 
amount  of  money.  We  didn't  have  a 
great  deal;  wc  had  a  good  deal...! 
got  rich,  but  1  didn't  get  as  rich  as 
people  think  ...  This  lime,  I'm 
gonna  gel  rich  !  And  not  because  1 
particularly  need  any  more  money, 
but  because  I  should,  you  know?" 

But  I  still  don't  understand  how  a 
society  sufficiently  advanced  to 
create  Velcro™  could  open  it's 
collective  front  door  to  something 
like  Gcorge-amania? 

Whew.  Now  that  I've  vented  my 
spleen  for  the  last  three  hundred  or 


so  words,  I  feel  that  I  can  proceed 
somewhat  more  calmly.  I  like 
Wham.  There.  I  said  it.  It's  out  in 
the  open.  It's  not  something  that 
rm  proud  of  but  I  can't  lie  to  you, 
dear  reader.  I  wasn't  really  into  it,  I 
guess  I  was  only  experimenting.  Mr. 
Chief  Justice.  Never  did  my 
Oeorge-amania  reach  the  level  of  an 
addiction.  Never  did  I,  unlike  many 
people  -  you  know  who  you  are, 
sneak  home  early  to  listen  to  Wham 
with  my  door  closed  and  the 
blankets  pulled  up  over  my 
headphones.  Never  did  I  find 
myself  humming  the  lyrics  to 
"Wham  Rap"  as  I  wailed  for  the 
subway. ...well  nearly  never. 

The  fact  of  the  matter  is  George 
writes  catchy  tunes.  I'm  sure  that 
the  Holland-Dozier-  Holland 
songwriting  team  never  agonized 
over  whether  the  Supremes'  "Stop! 
In  The  Name  of  Love"  was 
poisoning  the  minds  of  the  world's 
youth,  ■fte  voice  of  "Wake  Me  Up 
Before  'You  Go  Go"  is  a  voice  thai 
reaches  out  of  the  vinyl,  grabs  you 
by  the  lapels  (Louis  Althusser  refers 
to  this  process  as  interpellation,  but 
I'm  sure  that  the  author  of  "Ideology 
and  Ideological  State  Apparatusscs" 
never  had  this  in  mind)  and 
beseeches  you,  "Guys  just  want  to 
have  fun!"  And  don't  they? 

All  of  this  ruminating  is  leading 
somewhere,  I  promise  you, 
specifically  to  Faith.  It  seems  thai 
all  the  money,  women,  fame,  (did  I 
say  money  yet?),  and  money  have 
tainted  friend  George.  No  longer  do 
guys  just  want  to  have  fun, 
nowadays  it  appears  that  guys  just 
want  to  have  sex.  You'd  have  had 
to  be  living  in  a  soundproof  booth, 
without  a  window  seat,  to  miss  the 
hullabaloo  over  the  debut  single 
from  Faith.  For  those  of  you  who 
have  just  regained  consciousness, 
the  song  is  "I  Want  Your  Sex". 
"Sex"  has  quite  rightly  raised  the 
hackles  of  women's  groups 
everywhere  with  quaint  lyrical  turns 
like:  "What's  your  definition  of 
dirty  baby?/  What  do  you  consider 
pornography/  Don't  you  know  1 
love  you  till  it  hurls  me  baby/  Don't 
you  ihink  it's  time  you  had  sex  with 
me?"  Let's  get  something  straight, 
George  never  suggests  a  sexual  free 
-  for  -  all.  His  apciilc  may  be 
unsatiable  but  he  eats  from  only  one 
plate  at  a  time;  "Sex  is  natural,  sex 
is  fun/  sex  is  best  when  it's  one  on 
one."  In  the  appropriately  steamy 
video  George  uses  subtle 
understatement  to  underscore  his 
thoughts  on  the  issue  -  scrawling 
"Explore  monogamy"  on  a  woraans 
thigh  with  lipstick. 


In  case  anyone  has  missed  the 
point,  George  restates  it  a  number  of 
times,  most  notably  in  the  three 
versions  of  "I  Want  Your  Sex", 
subtitled  "Lust".  "Brass  in  Love", 
and  "A  Last  Rcaucst".  Don't  think 
for  a  rmnute,  genilc  reader,  that  on 
the  oiher  tracks  George's  base[ 
desires  are  held  in  check.  A  quick 
scan  of  the  lyric  sheet  and  the  whole 
story  becomes  obvious:  while  his 
Superego  was  in  the  service  station 
double-checking  the  directions, 
George's  Id  drove  off  in  the  spons 
car.  Case  in  point,  "Father  Figure". 
This  song  could  quite  possibly  set 
child  molestation  back  ten  years. 
When  George  sings:  "For  just  one 
moment/  To  be  bold  and  naked  at 
your  side/... I  will  be  your  father 
figure/  (Oh  Baby)/  Put  your  little 
hand  in  mine/  (Be  your  daddy)/ 
Anything  you  have  in  mind"  it  gets 
one  to  thinking  that  our  day-care 
centers  need  a  little  stronger 
security. 

Fmally  there  is  "Faith",  The  title 
song  of  this  decidcly  decadent  disc. 
More  than  anything  else  "Faith"  is 
derivative,  truly  derivative,  a 
complete  rip-off  and  joyously  so. 
The  lyrics  belong  to  Prince,  the  bass 
line  is  pure  Jackson  5.  the  clapping 
beat  is  from  the  Cure's  "Close  To 
You",  The  guitar  solo  is  Duanc 
Eddy,  need  I  go  on?  George 
Michael  is  a  young  man,  not  much 
older  than  the  average  snidcnt  here  ai 
U  of  T,  like  us  he  is  keenly  aware  of 
history,  and  in  true  post-modern 
aplomb  incorporates  it  into  his  work 
wherever  possible.  When 
sometlting  doesn't  fit,  he  forces  it. 
The  scams  show.  Sloppy 
musicianship  has  given  way  to 
detached  electronics,  but  the  feeling 
is  still  there.  In  "Faith"  Gcorgios 
Kyriacos  Panayiotou  has  done  what 
a  ridiculously  small  number  of 
people  do.  He  has  written  a  perfect 
ihrcc-minutc  pop  song.  Neither 
politically  nor  aesthetically  correct, 
this  Rockabilly  ravc-up  comes  on 
like  the  "Sun-Sessions"  with 
synthesizers  and  doesn't  let  up.  It 
picks  you  up  in  a  dizzying  eddy  of 
iwangy  guitars  and  fight  it  ihough 
you  may,  it  captures  your  hcan. 

Twenty  years  from  now,  will 
George  Michael  be  remembered 
solely  for  his  hot-pants  yearnings  on 
"I  Want  Your  Sex"?  That  would 
indeed  be  a  shame,  for  smug  son  of 
a  bitch  though  he  is,  George 
Michael  should  stand  out  as  the 
figure  in  the  eighties  who 
rediscovered  the  pop  song. 

Andrew  Epstein 


Blitz 

Top  single-  'Touch  of  Grey" 
Great  3  chord  pop  that's  a) 
uplifting  b)  danccable  c)  belter  than 
any  dozen  U2  singles  for  spiritual 
improvement.  A  wonderful  single. 

Albums 

*!)  Darklands  and  Pleased  to 
I  Meet  Me,  in  a  tie.  One  is  mellow, 
unfailingly  melodic  existentialist 
pop.  the  other  alternates  between 
I  agressive  and  laid-back,  with  great 
\  lyrics  and  properly  cranked  guitars, 
i  For  sheer  rock  and  roll  energy,  it's 
I  hard  to  bcai  ihe  Replacements: 
,  suffice  it  to  say  tliat  they're  what 
I  would  happen  if  you  put  Chuck 
\  Berry,  the  Rolling  Stones,  the  New 
I  York  Sueet  Dolls  and  the  Ramoncs 
I  in  a  blender.  Awesome.  The 
I  Jesus&Mary  Chain,  on  the  other 
hand,  arc  considerably  quieter  and 
I  more  intellectual.  They  produce 
i  music  to  sink  into,  lo  wallow  in 
(and,  not  incidentally,  to  die  to,  if 
you're  so  inclined).  With  guitars 
washing  in  like  the  tide,  and  the  bass 
and  drums  surging,  this  is  a  sonic 
treat.  The  lyric  sheets  make  great 
reading,  too. 

#3)  Hot  Animal  Machine—  Henry 
Rollins.  C!s!l  for  those  with  weak 
hearts.  Rollins  snarls  his  way  thni 
an  album's  worth  of  loud,  evil 
compositions,  including  a  cover  of 
Suicide's  "Ghost  Rider".  Lyrically, 
it's  reminiscent  of  Damaged-en 
Black  Flag  with  more  sophistication. 
Musically,  it's  just  plain  twisted. 
Best  line:  "I  won't  take/  I  won't 
break." 

#4)  Nobody  Likes-  The  Dik  Van 
Dykes.  Wow.  This  band  (from 
Hamilton)  celebrate  immaturity  and 
tackiness  in  all  its  pimpled  glory. 
Sounding  like  Pee  Wee  Herman 
fronting  a  punk  band,  their  songs 
deal  with  curling,  pterodactyls,  and 
not  wanting  to  go  to  Disneyland 
("Don't  take  me  Mom,  or  Mickey 
will  be  dead!").  Lord"—  catchy  and 
furaiy,  what  more  do  you  want? 

#5)  Warehouse-  Husker  Dtl.  By 
now,  you  cither  love  them,  or 
dismiss  them  as  pscudo-intelleciual 
crap,  so  there's  really  not  much 
point  in  saying  more.  Still,  I  have  to. 
This  album  takes  you  on  a  fuzz 
guitar  ride  tlirough  a  landscape  of 
doubt,  hope  and  energy.  If  they'd 
condensed  it  to  a  single  album  it 
would  have  been  #1. 

#6)  In  Ihe  Dark-  Grateful  Dead. 
We  will  get  by-  wc  will  survive. 

#7)  Whatever-  Doughboys. 
Another  great  Canadian  band.  'The 
Husker  Du  comparisons  are 
inevitable,  but  these  cats  arc  louder 


and  faster  than  Dil  have  been  on 
vinyl  for  awhile.  They're  not  as 
good  as  the  Diister  yet.  but  still  they 
kick  ass  powerfully  and  melodically. 
Their  next  album  should  be  utterly 
brilliant,  and  this  one  ain't  bad 
cither. 

K8)  Neurotica-  Redd  Kross.  Half 
send-up  of  the  flower  power  era  and 
half  hard  rock.  Redd  Kross  is  one  of 
the  most  fun  bands  to  listen  to 
around.  They  idolize  junk  culuirc 
(Ihe  Partridge  Family  are  apparently 
big  influences),  are  all  young  and 
have  the  worst  fashion  sense  smcc 
Hanoi  Rocks  were  mugged  by  Ratt. 
Oh  yeah,  they've  got  some  great 
tunes. 

#9)  Appetite  for  Destruclion- 
Guns'n'  Roses.  Really  grungy, 
offensive  metal  that  still  has  enough 
energy  and  melody  beneath  the 
posing  to  grab  my  altention.  The 
songs  are  suprisingly  well-written 
and  Ihe  excitement  level  never  drops. 
Last  year's  best  metal  album. 

*10)  Hal/way  To  Sanity  - 
Ramoncs  and  VI  -  Circle  Jerks  in  a 
tie.  Both  of  these  bands  are  fairly  old 
as  punk  bands  go  (9  years  for  the 
Jerks,  M  for  the  Ramoncs)  and  both 
have  been  showing  their  age 
recently.  The  Ramones  haven't  been 
brilliant  over  a  full  album  since 
198rs  Pleasant  Dreams,  while  the 
Circle  Jerk's  vinyl  output  has  gone 
downhill  since  Group  Sez,  their  first 
album. 

Halfway  lo  Sanity,  sadly,  is 
nothing  special.  It's  good  and  some 
tracks  ari;  great,  but  overall  it's  just 
another  Ramones  album.  Fun, 
powerful,  but  nothing  that  will 
cliangc  the  world.  V/,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  a  great  step  forward  for  the 
Jerks.  Keith  Morris  is  growling 
wonderfully,  and  the  songs  are  all 
midtcmpo  loud  punk  anthems.  The 
Jerks  seem  to  be  pulling  out  of  a 
slump,  while  the  Ramoncs  arc 
moving  into  one,  and  the  Iwo  bands 
are  meeting  in  the  middle. 

Well  that's  it.  Ten  years  after  the 
Summer  of  Hate,  and  twenty  aficr 
the  Summer  of  Love,  rock  is  still 
going-  obnoxious,  confused,  but 
with  occasional  flashes  of  brilliance. 
Lets  hope  1 988  is  as  good  or  better. 

P.S.  I  deliberately  haven't 
included  The  Joshua  Tree  or  Tunnel 
of  Love  in  this  list.  Know  why? 
'Cause  they're  boring,  flaccid, 
pseudo-meaningful  pseudo-rock. 
That's  why. 

P.P.S.  Oh.  yeah,  I  probably 
would  have  put  Tom  Wait's  new 
album  up  there  if  Rick  had  lent  it  lo 
me.  But  he  didn'i.  Oh  well,  U2  siill 
sucks  though. 


Discussion 


..Nothing  Like  The  Sun 

Sling 
,     A&M  Records 

Much  has  already  been  said  about 
Sting  s  ability  to  write  undeniably 
catchy  tunes  while  keeping  an  air  of 
respecubilliy  about  his  music.  He 
deliberately  writes  songs  that  allow 
him  to  have  his  cake  and  eat  il  loo 
(i.e.  claim  that  he  is  a  serious 
musician  while  at  the  same  time 
receiving  massive  radio  airplay). 
His  new  album  is  more  of  the  same. 

The  reason  I  chose  to  review  It, 
however,  was  that  not  since  On  days 
of  ABBA  have  I  seen  such  a 
dellberale  attempt  lo  target  a  spedfic 
consumer  group.  During  the 
holidays  1  decided  that  while  paying 
$12.00  for  Sting's  cassette  was 
totally  out  of  the  question,  paying 
7500  pesos  (^prox.  $3.75)  might 
not  be  such  i  waste  to  satisfy  my 
curiosity.  To  my  juiprisr,  it  seems 
that  yes:  Sting  sings  in  Spanish! 
That  Sting  doesn't  actually  speak 
Spanish  seems  to  be  totally 
inrelevanL 


There  are  iwo  Spanish  translations 
on  the  Mexican  version  of  the  album 
(which  is  apparently  also  marketed 
in  Hispanic  markets  across  the  U.S.) 
for  the  songs  "We'll  Be  Together" 
and  "Fragile".  The  translations  have 
Ihe  same  arrangements  as  ihc 
English  versions,  just  lyrics 
vanslatcd  by  a  certain  Roberto  Livi. 
Sting,  however,  runs  into  the  same 
problems  ABBA  used  to  when 
singing  in  foreign  languages:  he 
can't  pronounce  Sie  words  properly. 
As  a  result,  the  song  "Fragile" 
comes  off  not  as  the  sensitive  song  it 
is  but  as  a  reminder  of  Monty 
Python's  skit  about  the  Hungarian 
with  the  bogus  English  phrase-book. 
I  should  think  tliat  Sting  is  making 
enough  money  without  taving  to  use 
such  in  obvious  marketing  ploy. 

iMh  Agulu 


Savage 
Eurythmics 
RCA  Records 

The  Eurytlunics  arc  back  with  an 
album  ihat  more  than  makes  up  for 
their  disappointing  last  album 
(Revenge).  Full  of  energy,  this 
album  takes  Dave  Stewart  and  Annie 
Lennox  back  to  the  originality  of 
Sweet  Dreams  (are  made  of  this). 

The  current  sirgle  "I  Need  A 
Man",  is  a  raw  statemem  from  a 
woman  who  has  had  just  a  little  too 
much  of  what  "Suburbia"  has  to 
offer.  The  song  "Beethoven  (I  Love 
To  Listen  To)  is  a  driving  dance 
track  thai  uses  some  of  Ihe  same  type 
of  humour  and  imagery  as 
Delacoru's  famous  Oiva.  "Shame" 
even  comes  close  to  Ihe  hypnotic 
effect  Ihat  their  earlier  song  %ho's 
That  Girt"  achieved.  Yet,  even  ihe 
songwriting  Is  overshadowed  by 
Lennox's  ever-powerful  voice. 
Leonox  is  one  of  the  few  pop 
slngert  today  that  can  deliver  both 
the  somgth  of  "I  Need  A  Man"  and 


the  sensilivity  of  "Savage"  and  "Put 
The  Blame  On  Me". 

Overall,  this  album  is  highly 
recommended  and  should  be  a 


worthy  addition  to  most  any  record 
collection. 

Luis  AculU 


COMMERCE/  ECONOMICS  TUTOR 


Mr.  Scolt  BrldgM,  •  griduds  •ludeni  In  iha  Ficully  of 
Minagam<n(,  hn  bMn  appolnlcd  lo  Iha  poiltlon  ol  Collaga 
Tutor  In  Commaro*  and  Eeonomlca.  Baglnning  Fab  lit.  hia 
hour*  will  ba: 


Monday 

Tuaaday 

Wadnaaday 

Thuraday 

Friday 


11:00  -  2:00 
3:30     -  S:00 


3:30 
9:00 


-  5:00 
•  11:00 


In  Room  307,  Innla  Collaga 

Innia  aludanla  who  ara  acounlaring  difllculllaa  In  Iha 
Introduotoiy  Commaro*  and  Eeonomlca  couraaa  ara  urgad  to 
oonkull  with  Scotl.  H*  la  alao  praparad  to  diaeuaa  allamallva 
roulaa  lo  owaara  In  bualnaaa. 


AIRITIS 


The  Last  Emperor:  A  Scottish 
Retrospective 


The  Last  Emperor: 
Original  Motion  Picture 

Soundtrack 
RyuchI  Sakamoto,  David 

Byrne  and  Cong  Su 
Virgin  Records  VL4  248S 

Qosc  your  eyes  while  listening  lo 
Ihc  sounduack  of  The  Last 
Emperor  and  il's  difficult  not  lo 
imagine  the  film  being  shown 
simultaneously.  The  epic  scope  of 
Benolucci's  fil  about  a  king  trapped 
in  a  life  of  grandeur  is  matched  by 
the  score's  soaring  brilliance  and 
weeping  violin. 

Raihcr  than  listing  the  18  tracks  in 
their  orders  of  appearance.  Compiler 
Hans  F.  Zimmcr  has  given  each 
composer  a  side.  Side  A  is  all 
Sakamoto,  strutling  his  digital  stuff 
across  what  amounts  to  nine 
versions  of  the  same  tune  (in  fact 
there  are  three  variations  on  the 
theme  alone).  This  should  not  be 
construed  as  a  knock  on  his  music; 
his  contributions  are  entrancing  as 
well  as  being  monotonously 
repetitive  -  the  mark  of  well  crafted 
New-Age  music. 


Sakamoto's  side  doesn't  auempi  to 
be  much  more  than  effective 
background  music,  and  to  that  end  It 
succeeds  quite  well. 

Side  B  is  a  great  deal  more 
problematic.  Talking  Head  David 
Byrne  is  a  good  distance  from 
"Psycho  Killer"  on  his  tracks  - 
which  shouldn't  surprise  loo  many 
people  familiar  with  his  minimalist 
score  to  The  Catherine  Wheel  - 
and  the  listener  really  gets  the 
impression  of  him  stretching.  Of 
particular  note  is  "Main  Title 
Theme",  crudely  put,  this  song  -  in 
a  good  pair  of  headphones  -  will 
blow  your  mind.  "Bed"  with  it's 
spooky  fretwork,  bells  and  hisses  of 
steam  shoodng  from  headphone  to 
headphone  across  the  teck  of  your 
head,  can't  help  but  send  shivers  up 
your  back. 

Byrne  shares  his  side  with 
composer  Cong  Su  who  gives  ticw 
meaning  to  the  phrase  "sparse 
arrangement".  Consisting  of 
tremendous  lengths  of  silence 
broken  by  the  enant  pluck  of  a  string 
or  percussive  tap,  "Lunch"  is  simply 
not  very  nourishing. 


The  final  three  tracks  are 
traditional  pieces.  "Red  Guard"  has 
a  definite  air  of  the  Scottish 
highlands;  not  being  familiar  with 
any  other  version,  I'll  have  ic 
assume  that  Emperor  Pu  Yi  had  a  lot 
more  in  common  with  Bonnie 
f>rince  Charlie  than  1  thought.  The 
final  and  most  bizarre  cut  is  "The 
Red  Guard  Dance",  Rememberinf 
the  close  of  the  film,  this  is  the 
music  accomoanying  the  Communist 
parly  production  number  (no 
kidding);  however,  on  record  it 
sounds  like  twelve-year  old  girls 
singing  along  to  bagpipes  (there  ^o 
those  nutty  Scots  again)  while 
slapping  wet  bags  of  flour. 

Overall  the  album  is  a  winner,  die 
monotony  of  Sakamoto's  music  is 
outweighed  by  it's  crude  sort  of 
elegance.  Bynie,  reaching  for  more, 
does  not  always  gel  what  he's  after, 
but  one  of  his  failed  etpcrimenis  is 
sdll  nothing  less  than  interesting.  So 
go  ahead,  slip  this  tape  into  your 
Walkman™  put  on  your  earphones 
and  close  your  eyes. 

AiMjrtw  CpMeln 


Jazz  Apocalypse  with  Chicken  Wire 


So,  you're  feeling  really  depressed 
and  all  the  Smiths'  music  docs  is 
cheer  you  up.  Well,  how  about  this: 
The  Jcaneile  and  Reg  Schwager 
Quartet,  who  played  at  Sneaky  Dee's 
on  Monday  Jazz  fesl  on  January 
Ulh. 

Their  music  can  best  be  described 
as  psychotic,  apocalyptic,  narrative 
jazz.  Each  of  iheir  45  minute  sets 
consisted  of  one  slory-poem,  whose 
words  were  sung,  chanted  and 
vocalized  by  Jeanetle  Schwager, 
who  was  wearing  a  shirt  tJiat  read 
'Black  Fungus'.  Jeanetle  delivered 
the  music  in  a  curiously 
dispassionate  manner.  She 
sometimes  crouched,  sat  or  lifted  her 
legs  flamingo  style  in  time  to  the 
music,  but  never  really  seemed  to 
"get  into  it."  This,  however,  seemed 
to  suit  the  lyrics,  which  dealt  with 
the  dissolution  of  relationships, 
society,  reality,  etc.  Particular 
phrases  from  the  lyrics  which  slick 
10  die  surface  of  my  brain  like 


demonic  velcro™  include:  "I  am  not 
responsible", "desertion  inertia", 
"razor  sharp  chicken  wire",  and 
many  nujre.  Jeanetie's  voice  itself  is 
pretty  damn  good,  with  a  very  large 
range  and  a  primal  power  that 
sometimes  apjioaches  that  of  Sinead 
O'Coimor  or  Nina  Hagen. 

Her  voice,  however,  by  vinue  of 
her  detachment,  became  anodier 
instrument  in  the  quartet.  The  other 
instruments  were  keyboard,  played 
by  Reg  Schwager,  electric  guitar, 
percussion,  and  in  the  second  set, 
electric  l)ass.  The  group  as  a  whole 
seemed  to  work  with  a  polyphonic 
layering  of  sounds  that  phased  in 
and  out  of  rhythmic  unison 
Ihioughoul.  It  was  very  atmospheric 
and,  in  fact,  it  might  be  said  thai  this 
group  has  a  programmaiic  agenda, 
portraying  interior  and  exterior 
landscapes  with  music:  clocks 
ticking,  wheels  turning  and 
windows  rattling,  protagonists  going 
crazy,  despairing,  contemplating 


death,  etc. 

All  musicians  were  quite  capable, 
especially  the  guitarist  and  the 
keyboard  player,  who  inaulged  in 
ncai  harmonic  tricks  and  new  sounds 
on  their  instruments.  The  only 
problem  wiUi  the  group  seemed  lo  be 
the  drummer,  who  got  a  bit 
overcnlhusiasiic  when  he  was 
flaying  his  set  of  soup  (and  other) 
cans  with  a  siring  of  chimes  and 
knocked  a  top  heavy  truck-hubcap 
cymbal  on  to  ihe  guitarist  (three 
times).  Furthermore,  the  drummer 
and  Reg  at  the  keyboard  were 
constantly  at  odds  as  to  where  the 
music  should  go.  This  duel 
cuhninaicd  at  ihe  end  of  the  last  set, 
when  the  drummer  kept  on  going 
afier  everybody  had  cut,  and  it  look 
a  few  minutes  and  a  persistent  stare 
from  Reg  before  he  realized  he  was 
the  only  one  who  was  playing  and 
slopped. 

Divid  Morrli 


The  Top  Ten  of  87: 
Revelations  of  Brilliance 


It's  almost  loo  bad  that  the 
Forgoiien  Rebels  are  sliU  gigging.  If 
ihey  weren't,  I  could  safely  say  thai 
the  Problem  Children  are  the  best 
punk  band  in  Canada-  or  even  the 
best  band,  period.  Ii'es  they  are  iliii 
good.  They  write  good  anthems, 
they  play  everything  from  rock  to 
punk  to  reggae,  and  they're  very  hot 
live. 

The  incident  that  instigated  the 
writing  of  this  article  was  the  release 
of  the  Problem  Childitm's  new  EJ*. 
It's  a  7  inch  33  rpm  with  five  songs, 
three  of  which-  "On  ihe  Air", 
"Staying  Young"  and  "Energy"  - 
arc  instam  classics.  The  otho  two- 
"One  Thru  24"  and  "Durmville"  (ihe 
former  a  step  by  siep  description  of 
bow  one  sets  about  drinking  a  2-4  of 
beer,  the  latter  about  their  home 
town)-  also  rock,  but  it's  the  former 
three  that  really  gel  me  going. 

"Energy"  is  a  perfect  title  for  a 
ripping  song  that  laments  the  loss  of 
spirit  in  rock'n'roll.  As  ihey  sing, 
"Whatever  happened  to  rock'n'roll?/ 
I  never  hear  it  anymore...  Have  you 
forgotten  what  its  like  to  be  young?/ 
Can  you  honestly  tell  me  that  you're 
having  fun?"  Or,  more  succinctly 
put,  "Energy  is  my  high!" 

"On  the  Air"  is  their  rejection  of 
commerciality  and  compromise: 
"You  said  our  record  would  be  *1,  a 
guaraiaeed  hit/  well  you  can  keep  the 
money,  we've  been  broke  so  long 
we  wouldn't  know  whai  UJ  do  with 
it...  Radio  is  dead/  We'll  play  live 
instead."  It  comes  complete  with  a 
break  that  leaves  Jamie  Problem 
alone  with  his  acoustic  guiiar, 
singing  about  the  woes  of 
rock'n'roll.  "One  more  before  we 
siari  our  set/  This  is  as  good  as  it 
ever  gets." 

Filially,  there's  "Staying  Young", 
perhaps  the  best  song  they've  ever 
recorded.  The  title  sums  up  their  aim 
in  life.  They're  trying  not  to  lose  ihe 
energy  and  idealism  and  yes,  £un 
that  characterizes  youth.  They're 
refusing  lo  grow  up  and  join  the 
adult  world,  a  process  they  sec  as 
selling  ouL  Whether  you  agree  with 
ihat  or  not,  ihe  song  is  powerful 
enough  to  make  you  believe  it's 
possible  while  ihe  song  is  playing. 

Youth  is  a  recurring  theme  in  the 
Problem  Children's  songs.  On  dicir 


album.  The  Future  Of  the  World  is 
Up  To  Us,  they  deal  with  youth  and 
the  problems  and  Joys  it  entails;  from 
feeling  rejected  to  being  convinced 
lhal  yes,  you  can.  change  the  world. 
They  reach  out  to  those  who  fell 
outcast  by  society,  the  "Problem 
Children": 

"I  saw  you  looking  in  from  the 

outside 

You  warucd  to  belong 

Don't  feel  lefi  out!  We  warned 

you  all  along 

We  war.i  you 

Cause  no  one  listens  lo  a  few..." 


AAOTHEP,  VVIL 
KJU.  ME  : 


Or  as  Uiey  sing  in  the  last  song  on 
the  album,  "We  Are  the  Children  : 
"Problem  children  will  not  accq^t 
The  present  world  situation 
Problem  children  wall  not  accept 
Your    lies    and  deceiving 
information 

We  are  the  children,  with  the 
ra-oblems  of  the  worid 
Rest  assured,  we  will  be  heard 
We  arc  the  children,  will  we  eva 
hear  the  truth? 

We've  slill  got  a  chance,  three 
cheers  for  youth!" 

Mixing  idealism  with  powerful 
music  and  considerable  musical 
virtuosity,  the  Problem  Children  are 
more  than  just  a  punk  band,  and  yel 
still  retain  punk's  drive,  energy  and 
honesty.  In  a  perfect  world,  Corey 
Han  would  have  been  strangled  ai 
birth  and  the  Problem  Children 
would  be  famous.  As  it  is,  though, 
you  can  at  least  see  them  for  under 
five  dollars  and  without  the  usual 
rock  star  hassles.  If  you  only  see 
one  band  this  year,  let  it  be  the 
Problem  Children. 


SIPIOIRTIS 


The  Death  of  the  American  Mind 


Two  large  men  in  bathing  suits 
(they're  also  wearing  large,  black 
boots)  are  pretending  to  beat  each 
other  up.  In  his  fury,  one  of  the 
men  slugs  ihe  referee,  knocking  him 
to  the  canvas.  An  announcer 
informs  me  that  this  is  a  particularly 
brutal  act  on  ths  pan  of  Ihe  large 
genUeman  and  that  he's  never  seen 
the  like  of  it  in  all  of  his  days.  The 
crowd  cheers. 

I  change  the  channel .  The  date  is 
Sunday,  January  31,  19*18.  I'm  just 
in  time  to  catch  th":  opening 
ceremonies  of  the  N.F.L.'s  Super 
Bowl.  An  announcer  informs  me 
that  this  is  quite  a  spectacular  event. 
I  feel  quite  fortunate.  Therearealol 
of  balloons.  The  aowd  cheers. 

I  search  the  picture  on  my 
television  screeru  having  a  fffevious 
knowledge  of  the  meaning  of  the 
iniiials,  N.F.L.,  I  seajvJi  the  field 
hoping  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
-perhaps-  a  football  player. 

My  excited  gaze  'j  suddenly 
caught  by  a  commotion  at  one  eixl  of 
the  stadium.  A  man  appears.  He  is 
not  in  football  equipment.  No,  be  is 
definitely  not  a  foolbal!  player.  But 
waitl...could  it  be?...yes,  yes!,  it's 
Bob  Hope! 


Suddenly  the  spectacular  band 
breaks  out  in  a  spectacular 
noise.'Bob  Hope.  Bob  Hope",  the 
singers  sing.  You're  just  great". 
Ihey  sing. 

"Hurray".  I  shout,  "Hurray  for  old 
Bob  Hope!" 

"Isn't  Uiis  speciacular?".  urges  the 
announcer.  The  crov«J  cheers. 

But  suddenly  I  wonder.  1  wonder 
where  the  football  players  are;  I 
wonder  why  there  are  so  many 
balloons  on  the  football  field;  I 
wonder  why  Bob  Hope  is  on  the 
football  field.  Especially,  I  wonder 
why  the  crowd  is  cheering:  weren"t 
they  expecting  a  football  game? 

I  change  the  chatmel. 

The  man  in  the  black  bathing  suit 
is  climbing  up  the  ropes  that 
surround  the  rmg.  He  does  an 
ungainly  swan-dive,  landing  beside 
his  prostrate  opponent.  The  other 
man  spasms  and  indicates  that  now 
he"s  reallv  in  paiti.  The  crowd, 
naturally,  cheers. 

"Are  they  cheering  the  man's 
acting  I  wonder.  No,  I  realize: 
no  one  could  cheer  for  aciing  thai 
bad.  "Perhaps",  I  ihink,- 

My  iboughts  are  cut  off  by  the 
announca:  Andwbata^Mctacular 


Slam  by  the  Raving  Lunatic." 

That  word  again!  Spectacular.  It 
certainly  is  Specucular.  I  admit  to 
myself.  That  Raving  Lunatic  is 
certainly  fucking  spectacular.  So's 
the  Bob  Hope  Song.  Gosh,  come  to 
think  of  it,  the  balloons  are  preuy 
spectacular  loo.  All  of  it  is 
Spectacular:  big,  loud  and 
spectacular. 

And  then  it  dawns  on  me:  it  really 
doesn't  matter  if  il's  real.  At  least,  it 
doesn't  matter  to  the  cheering 
crowds.  They  aren't  looking  for 
reality.  In  faa  they're  looking  for 
just  the  opposite.  They  want  to 
esc^  from  reality.  And  Ihe  bigger 
it  is,  the  more  total  the  esc^ 

The  at  guys  are  acting  but  at  least 
they're  really  big  and  it  looks  like 
they're  inal  ol  of  paiiu  In  normal 
wiesiling  you  might  get  nonnal  sized 
guys  who  don't  even  hurt  each 
other.  Without  the  show  it'd  be  just 
another  football  game.  It's  Quantity 
noKJoality. 

The  football  gams  turned  out  to  be 
a  real  bore.  I  ttdnk  the  crowd  liked 
the  Bob  Hope  song  the  best.  Either 
thatortfae^oons. 


Hockey  and  the 
Whalers 


Ever  since  1786  John  Molson  has 
been  brewing  fast  and  exciting  beer. 
Ever  since  19-,  Irmis  college  has 
been  putting  out  smooth  hockey 
teams.  There  is  no  doubt  however, 
that  this  year's  edition  of  "Harold 
Innis  and  the  Whalers"  is  the 
smoothest  version  of  ice-dancers  yet 
to  grace  Varsity  Arena. 

The  team  suffered  a  defeat  to  first 
place  Erindale,  but  the  ofiicialing  in 
said  game  was  suspect  In  fact,  one 
of  the  referees  has  since  hatl  his 
whistle  confiscated. 

The  Whalers  have  one  or  two 
games  left  in  the  seastm  and,  with  a 
5-3-2  record,  look  to  be  play-off 
bound.  If  the  players  can  start  to 
capitalize  (m  their  scaring  chances, 
the  team  has  a  legitimate  chance  lo 
go  all  Ihe  way  to  ihe  Jennings  Cup. 
Come  on  ont  and  wail  with  the 
Whaletsill 

Meanwhile,  ihe  Women's  hockey 
team,  after  a  slow  start  has  put 
together  a  three-game  winmng  stieak 
(eat  your  heart  out  Mr.  Ballard). 


Their  record  now  stands  ai  four 
wins,  and  three  losses. 

The  team  beat  Sl  Mikes.  4-1:  St. 
Hilda's,  11-1;  and  had  a  default 
victory  over  Re^iab.  Meds.  Laura 
Nemchin,  has  provided  stellar 
goaltending,  keeping  the  games 
close  until  the  offence  started  rolling. 
Andrea  Lennox,  who  has  been 
working  diligently  on  her  slap-shot, 
was  the  only  one  able  to  beat  Laura 
in  the  1 1-1  victory  over  SL  Hildas. 
Andrea  was  traded  to  ihe  opposition 
in  the  second  period  when  many  of 
the  Trinity  girls  (down  6-0)  decided 
they  would  rather  be  early  for  class 
than  suffer  further  humiliation  from 
the  Innis  women.  Andrea  wound  up 
from  the  blue-line  and  her  shot 
found  its  way  through  the  screen  of 
playeis  in  fioiu  of  Laura.  (Now  if 
only  we  could  get  ber  to  score  for 
US.) 

With  Ihe  dedication  of  players, 
coaches  and  fans,  the  Innis  women 
are  in  good  sht^  for  die  up-coming 
play-offs.  See  you  there! 


SBOIRITIS 


Innis  Wins  (Won)  Mulock  Cup 


The  questions  have  all  been 
answered  and  once  again  Innis' 
Crimson  Tide  Tackle  Football  team 
reigns  supreme  as  Mulock  Cup 
Champions  of  1987.  There  were 
many  who  doubled  the  team's 
ability,  even  one  Innis  student  who 
was  willing  to  bet  that  Innis  would 
lose  to  New  College.  With  the 
opening  kick-off  such  non-believers 
were  quickly  silenced  as  the 
standing-room-only  crowd  of  15, 
242  (give  or  take  15,100)  saw  a 
rededicated  InnisAJC  team  throw 
caution  to  the  wind  in  their  quest  for 
the  cup. 

The  road  to  the  championship  was 
not  an  easy  one.  After  posting  four 
consecutive  wins  the  team  ended  the 
regular  season  by  losing  to  Trinity 
and  then,  with  first  place  on  the  line, 
were  humiliated  by  New  College 
14-0.  Down  but  not  out,  the  team 
began  to  get  serious.  The  semi-final 
opponent  was  the  team  from 
Medicine,  who  provided  more  than  a 
few  anxiety-ridden  moments  for  the 
Tide.  With  the  game  seemingly  well 
in  hand  a  fourth  quarter  punt 
fumbled  by  Innis  was  recovered  for 
a  TD  by  Medicine.  A  coirven  would 
tie  the  game  at  7-7.  Then,  some  said 
miraculously  (personally  I  think  it 
may  be  attributed  to  the  team's  clean 
lifestyle  and  high  moral  fibre),  what 
appeared  to  be  a  good  kick  sliced 
suddenly  and  went  wide.  Destiny 
was  beginning  to  smile.  A  clutch 
punt  by  Greg  Sutton  and  some  hard 
running  by  Mitch  Chang  and  Mike 
Hugo  took  time  off  the  clock  that 
aided  the  Innis  defense  in  halting  a 
last-minute  Medicine  drive.  Final 
score:  Good  Clean  Living  7, 
Moncy-Grubbing  Doctors  6. 

The  week  preceding  the 
championship  laid  to  rest  any 
questions  about  the  team's  desire 
and  dedication.  Players  attended 
practise,  despite  even  miserable 
weather.  Not  surprisingly,  this  new 
trend  bode  well  for  the  filial. 

Instead  of  their  usual  slow  stan, 
Innis  came  out  hard  and  fast  The 


defense  stopped  New  College  cold 
on  the  first  series  and  gave  the  ball  to 
the  Innis  offense  in  New  territory. 
A  bomb  from  Greg  Sutton  and  a 
great  catch  by  Mike  Parisoito  on  the 
first  play  picked  up  45  yards  and 
made  it  first  and  goal  on  the 
five-yard  line.  Two  plays  later  and 
Mike  Hugo,  playing  with  a  badly 
puUed  hamstring,  pounded  in  from  a 
yard  out.  The  convert  was  blocked 
and  after  only  two  minutes  of  play 
Innis  led  6-0. 

Mid-way  through  the  second 
quarter  New  College  broke  their 
only  long  pass  play  of  the  day  and 
tied  the  game  a  6-6.  Showing  the 
maturity  of  a  winning  team,  Innis 
came  right  back:  Mitch  Chang 
inspired  the  team  with  a  60-yard 
return  of  New  College's  kick-off. 
Two  first  downs  later,  a  Dave 
Cowling  field  goal  made  the  score 
9-6. 

With  less  than  two  minutes  to  go 
in  the  half  the  Innis  defense  look 
control  again  and  set  up  the  Tide 
offense  with  great  field  position. 
Another  bomb  to  Mark  Parisotto 
followed  by  a  pass  interference  call 
in  the  end-zone  gave  Innis  first 
down  on  the  one-yard  line.  This 
time  New  College  was  equal  to  the 
challenge  and  halted  Innis  cold  on 
three  successive  attempts.  Halftime 
score:  InnisAJC  9,  New  College  6. 

Buoyed  by  theu-  goal  line  stand. 
New  College  started  the  second  half 
with  momentum.  If  not  for  a 
TD-saving  tackle  on  the  second  half 
kick-off  by  Mark  Parisotto,  New 
College  might  have  turned  the  game 
around;  as  it  was  the  Innis  defense 
had  to  snuff  out  three  deep  drivers  in 
the  third  quarter.  The  Innis  offense 
saw  their  running  game  completely 
shut  down  in  the  second  half  but 
they  survived  thanks  to  some  smart 
passing  by  Greg  Sutton  and  big 
receptions  by  Dan  Schechner  led  to 
the  most  memorable  series  of  the 
game.  With  first  and  goal  from  the 
eight-yard  line  Innis  put  their  oIToise 
in  reverse  by  taking  four  straight 


penalties  that  wiped  out  a  TD  and 
pushed  the  ball  back  to  the  44  yard 
line.  The  game  announcer  with  great 
relish  —  and  even  some  mustard  — 
relayed  the  information  that  it  was 
still  first  and  goal,  with  Innis  on  the 
44-yard  line.  To  resolve  this 
embarrassing  problem,  Innis  made 
use  of  a  straugem  that  had  won  a 
key  play-off  game  three  years 
before:  Coach  DJ.  Martin  called  for 
a  quick  kick.  A  surprised  New 
College  team  saw  the  score  become 
10-7.  Forced  to  kick  a  field  goal  just 
to  tie,  New  foundered  on  the  Tide 
defense,  the  last  play  of  the  game 
seeing  ihe  New  College  quarterback 
swept  under  by  a  sea  of  Innis 
tacklcrs.  For  the  second  time  in  four 
years  the  Mulock  Cup  is  ours. 

The  team  wishes  to  thank  those 
loyal  fans  who  followed  the  team 
throughout  the  year:  Aiuie,  Andrea, 
Amy,  Debbie,  Cassie,  Martha, 
Michelle,  Siije,  and  Vicky  ~  it  really 
makes  a  difference.  To  the  veteran 
players  Darby  Crewe,  Tom  Vaivada, 
Dan  Schechner,  Terry  Sills,  Mike 
Hugo,  Richard  Marcovitz  and 
Richard  Lautens,  who  were  there 
when  we  won  last  time:  the  work 
and  frustration  of  the  last  two  years 
could  not  have  bad  a  better  ending. 
To  our  newer  veterans  Jim,  Mark, 
Greg,  Rob,  Andy,  Paul  and  Mike:  I 
hope  this  viaory  is  as  memorable  for 
you  as  Ihe  first  was  for  us.  And  to 
our  great  rookies  Mitch,  Dave,  Mike 
and  Mark:     you  guys  have 


impeccable  timing.  Thanks  to  D.J, 
Martin  for  his  palience,  expertise  and 
coaching  support.  And  a  special 
debt  of  gratiuide  is  owed  by  all  of  us 
to  Simon  Cotter,  who  in  founding 


and  nurturing  the  team  over  the  years 
has  made  this  all  possible. 


David  Clegg 


innis  coffee  house 
fri.  march  11 
8:00  pm 
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Harold 

Innis 

Say: 
Religion  the 
dope  of  the 
past  and  /| 
the  press  the 
opium  of  the  present, 


Did  you  ever  wake  up  with 
essays 
on  your  mind? 

Ease  your  mind. 
978-4871   Innis  Writing  Lab 


[320    50  Ways  to  Tie  a  Scarf  

riPnjpef  scan  acoissorizmg  can  mean  the  difteteoc*  t>«fw«(m  a  piam  w  smashing 
~iut)i>.  fou  U  learn  approximaiefy  SO  ways  to  rw  ihose  many  scarves  thai  have  been 
mused  unlit  now  Be  sure  to  Dnng  scojves  of  various  sizes,  pieieiaoly  a  larger 
uaie.  a  bias,  ana  a  long  rectangle  scan  Learn  how  to  tie-one-on  ar>d  spruce 
|jp  your  wardrobe  wiih  the  help  ol  (his  Learning  Annex  course  y 

'earner  Shtldrlcti  is  a  OemonsuaiOf  for  rne  Knaugnry  took.  $  company  that  *'- 
\ipeciAlues  in  tgacnmg  paopia  now  lo  accosso"zo  with  tneir  scafva. 


Btoor  ft  Bathuril 


Cour««  IM  SIS. 

7-9pm>; 
7-9pm  ■  . 


